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'We were young and idealistic, 
just trying to make it cool for us' 



- No Age, p36 
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I'm leaving Plan B. 

Hey, wait up. I'm not gone for good. But I am 
emigrating to Australia next month with my wife 
Charlotte and son Isaac, and this means I'm no 
longer able to oversee the title on an everyday basis. 
So I'm stepping down as publisher. 

It's a weird sensation, to step away from 
something you've helped create and seen grow: 
from unpaid bi-monthly operating from a couple of 
bedrooms, to fully-fledged monthly with a core staff 
and London offices. To move on from the past six- 
and-a-half years of independent publishing: first 
with Careless Talk Costs Lives and, for the past four 
years, with Plan B. But, you know. This move to 
Australia has been a long time coming - ever since 
we arrived back from Melbourne in 2000, in fact. 
I never meant to get back into producing magazines 
at all (for that, blame Steve Gullick). 

I depart knowing that I leave Plan B in extremely 
capable hands. Into my shoes steps the ever- 
astounding Frances Morgan, ably assisted by 
Richard Stacey. Into her shoes as editor steps prince 
among writers Louis Pattison - and into his shoes 
steps Thee Stevie Chick, Stevie Chick. Andrew 
Clare, kicking_k, Nick Taylor, Sarah Bowles and 
Cat Stevens, meanwhile, will continue to do their 
awesome bits. As will our writers, photographers 
and illustrators. And I'll be taking on some form of 
ambassadorial role, and continue to contribute on 
both the editorial and publishing sides. (Hey, I still 
have a share in this damn company!) 

May I take this opportunity to thank everyone - 
readers, contributors, advertisers, festival 
organisers, record companies -who've supported 
Plan B over the years and helped make it into such 
an unlikely success? Thank you. We totally 
appreciate your support. In future months, look for 
more far-reaching cover stories featuring the likes of 
this month's No Age (it's a particular thrill for me to 
see the names of Jessica Hopper and Cali DeWitt 
there), plus plenty of top quality cover-mounted 
CDs; also a new line of CDs available only to our 
loyal subscribers. With each ending, comes a new 
beginning... and everyone here is very excited to be 
moving into the next phase. 

I'd like to leave you with Plan B's mission 
statement: " It seems blindingly obvious how to 
create a great magazine: believe in what you're 
doing, take a real pride in your work and strive for 
greatness -of, if not greatness, individuality." 

I'm proudest of the fact that everyone here 
seems to have taken those words to heart. 
Everett True 
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If you're dumb enough to funnel most of your 
thoughts and passions into the written content 
of a magazine, a weird thing happens: it comes 
back from the printer every month looking much 
smaller and more ephemeral than the sleep- 
deprived heights of importance it achieved when 
you were blowing out the rest of your life to make 
it happen. Yet I can't deny it's always something to 
be proud of - and that pride is a little addictive. 

Now into my second week as publisher, I'm 
hoping to still feel that pride in every issue, just from 
a different angle. It's a huge change for me, so used 
to batting away dirty administrative/financial issues 
I don't want to tackle - but then, so was going from 
freelance space cadet to magazine editor in 2004, 
which was one of Everett True's crazy ideas that just 
kind of worked. 

Everett's presence in the office -stomping in 
with a giant coffee, clutching some Trikont comps 
and haranguing us all for being 'prog' -will be very 
much missed by all of us as he relocates to Australia, 
and I am equal parts extremely pissed off that he's 
going and really excited for him, and for Charlotte 
and Isaac, as they take off for their new life. As for 
me, I'll be keeping my head down and trying to hold 
things together in the near future, inspired all the 
while by the artists we feature in Plan B and picking 
up leadership tips from BattlestarGalactica. 
Frances Morgan 

So that's all the dramatic stuff out the way. Here's 
the bit where I lay out a starry-eyed manifesto for 
Plan B's future and .. .oh, I'll leave that bit, if it's OK 
with you. Instead, let me say how it's a total kick 
to have No Age on the cover. I first met Dean and 
Randy when I put on a show by their former band, 
Wives, in Cardiff back in 2005. Wives were good, 
but as No Age, it really feels like they've take familiar 
building blocks - hardcore attitude, lo-f i recording 
techniques, ambient textures -and built them into 
something that feels, well, new. Jessica's piece 
totally captures Dean and Randy's spirit of positivity, 
and the community of bands and volunteers that 
have built up around LA all-ages venue The Smell is 
happy proof that not all scenes must be contrived by 
journalists desperate for an angle. 

If you dig No Age - or, indeed, any loud rock 
music that plays merry with distortion - you could 
do a lot worse that come to our next Plan B show at 
Corsica Studios on May 2 1 . Matador's Times New 
Viking top the bill, and are bound for great things; 
support from Lowers and Gindrinker. Until then. 
Louis Pattison 
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Whitehouse/Ramleh/Dissention 

London Electrowerkz 

Along with the years of congealed goth juice, 
the weight of history hangs heavy over the 
shithole they call Electrowerkz tonight. It's the 
firsttime in 20 years that Ramleh have played 
a power electronics set in this country, and the 
last time Whitehouse- on their farewell tour- 
will play London. 

Unfortunately, openers Dissention (Stefan 
Jaworzyn - ex-Skullflower, Whitehouse, 
Ascension - and Chris Corsano) are fucking 
atrocious. OK, that's not strictly fair -it's Stefan 
Jaworzyn's Yngwie J Malmsteen-wanking-on- 
Derek Bailey's grave that's the problem. Chris 
Corsano is, as ever, a whirling dervish of free * 



\az.7. ferocity tempered by an avant-rock 
precision, the sort of drummer you need for 
this type of music precisely because he posseses 
the discipline to know when notto splurge all 
over the kit - and also because he's a supreme 
listener. This is something you certain^ can't 



Jaworzyn's back catalogue - and reputation - 
it's disappointing, bloodless and somehow all 
very Eighties. 

Ramleh, though, are revelatory. Always 
a less visible presence (at least recently) than 
nearest contemporaries, Skullflower and 
Whitehouse, Gary Mundy has never quite 
received the plaudits of Matthew Bower or 
William Bennet, yet arguably he's one of the 
finest musicians to come out of the power 
electronics/noise scene. But Ramleh have 
always been a shadowy presence in an already 
dark forest: there's a bare emotionality to their 
music, whether in PE or rock mode: a coldly 
psychedelic mourning quality, like songs for 
dead suns. Using only a Yamaha home 
keyboard, a few pedals and his distinctive, 
almost choral, echoed vocals, Mundy locks 
horns with Anthony DiFranco's (Skullflower, 
Ax, JFK etc) monolithic fuzz bass and Korg MS- 
20: desolate, alienated and bleak. Freezing 
shards of keyboard cut through the blackness 



accuse Jaworzyn of being: he doesn't eve^ F ^U^^s; sole points of lights in a lonely 
sound like he's listening to himself, let alone unWersCT'he sound coalesces into a fearsc 



sound like he's listening to himself, let alone 
attempting to engage with Corsano inpny kind 
of dialogue, antagonistic or otherwise! Given 



TrnTJ???CTTie sound coalesces into a fearsomely 
acidic burnout, the Korg strafing our ears as the 
voice reverberates in its wake, lost and longing, 
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a primal howl only answered by its own echo 
returning through the burning electronics, 
transfigured and beautiful. 

Finally, Whitehouse. Phillip Best looks more 
than ever I ike a character from Minder or The 
Sweeny, all smoked-glass shades, big lapelled 
leather jacket and leering, pudgy man-boy 
features, ready to offer you a used Rover for a 
pony. William Bennett takes his place behind 
the laptop, a familiar half-smile on his face as 
he unleashes a creaking metallic drone which 
rips into the venue like a thousand chainsaws 
dopplering through a rainforest. 

There's a feral intensity to Whitehouse 
tonight, a sense of everything, including their 
moments of ridiculousness, being ramped up 
beyond (ab)normal levels. Best, in particular, 
hurls himself into a performance of febrile fury, 
spitting out the words like an insane 
auctioneer. As his nipple-tweaking begins, the 
drones and rhythms stretch and squeeze, 
computers screaming like a bent bar of 
cadmium. Bennett doesn't take the micas 
often as usual tonight, and his acidic scream 
doesn't quite hit the reds, but his manipulation 
of sound amazes. Beats like landslides smack 



off the dank walls and wails like the massed 
bagpipes of hell whirl in the air as he licks and 
humps the twin Trace Elliot towers. Bennett- 
grabs the mic, and that strange ululating voice 
-always a little higherthan it should be- 
demands and reprimands; still just as strange 
28 years down the line, the one constant in 
Whitehouse's ever-shifting soundworld. 

Explored, mapped 
out, conquered, 
stripped bare 



Best pulls off some killertheremin- 
controlled synth violence, and the shirts come 
off. Arms are raised triumphantly, no longer 
signifying rock irony or macho posturing - as 
they have at (weaker) shows in the past - but 
a genuine revelling, an acknowledgement of 
the sheer force of sound and fury, well-aimed. 
It's almost as if Whitehouse have no choice: as 



the music mounts in density and pressure it has 
to boil off somewhere, and that somewhere is 
through Best and Bennett. The ensuing mock- 
strangulation with a mic lead doesn't seem 
an empty theatrical gesture, but instead an 
enactment of the relationship between the 
music itself and its creators. A lack of gaps 
between songs tonight intensifies this feeling, 
building and building until an ecstatic release 
and a sense of a true ending. 

Whitehouse won't be back doing this and, 
after tonight, they don't need to. Between 
them and Ramleh, a peculiar kind of territory 
has been explored, mapped out, conquered 
and stripped bare. Where next? 
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Foals live at HMV, 150 Oxford Street, London, 26 March 2008 

www.myspace.com/hmvlive 
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the void 



zombie-zombie 



Words: Everett True 

Photography: Susan Marsh 



Think Liquid Liquid. Only not. Think (early) Add (N) To X. Only not. Think a couple 
of woozily demented Continental types with a loving for analogue keyboards 
and the mid-Seventies albums of Kraftwerk - and the films of cult horror 
director Dario Argento, of course - plus a love for tempestuous theatrics on 
stage. Only not. Think Suicide. But not. Think the drummer from Herman Dune 
sounding entirely un-Dune-ish, playing frivolous and fervent keep-up with a 
sweaty dude in wraparound shades. Their first album, 2006's six-track self-titled 
release, boasted a straight cover of The Normal's classic disco-not-disco late 
Seventies 'Warm Leatherette' (a rare vocal moment), and stalled (in a good 
way) like a car about to be digested by a space alien. The new one, A Land For 
Renegades, reminds me of Kraftwerk's Autobahn, sped up a fraction: perfect for 
driving through fog with a screaming child to Worthing. Not that I'd necessarily 
wish such an experience upon you, fair reader. 

Plan B took the opportunity of a recent storm lull to throw some questions at 
CosmicNeman (drums, percussion, tape recorder, analogue delay Ibanez UE305, 
toy piano and screaming) and Etienne Jaumet (Theremin, R-E201 Space Echo, 
toy piano, ARP Pro-DGX, Roland SH-1 01 , Prophet 600, Roland 808). 

Tell me a story about how the two of you met. 

Etienne: "One of the stories we use is that we met each over in a Dario 
Argento retrospective at Paris' Cinematheque Frangaise. I like this story because 
it's a good way to talk about this great director! I prefer to talk about him than 
how we met. The music of Goblin works so well with his images! " 

CosmicNeman: "To be honest, Etienne and I have shared a music studio in 
Paris for a few years now. And it happened that we started jamming together, 
Etienne playing his old analogue keyboards and me on drums." 



'You can't reach this 
warmth with computers' 



What are you trying to capture with Zombie-Zombie? 

Etienne: "I love losing track of time in music. I like to travel in my thoughts 
and let my imagination go. I just want to do something I've never done before." 

CosmicNeman: "We're looking for sensations. Our way to play is very easy 
because we're a duo. It's not like if a whole band has to follow us: we find a 
main theme and then we play around, and we react to one another, like in jazz 
music. We don't wanna be limited by the 'verse/chorus' pop song structure, for 
instance. We're trying to show how sound and rhythm can generate emotions 
or feelings - like fear. That's why we're so much into horror movie soundtracks, 
like John Carpenter's Assault On Precinct 13." 

Live, it's like you channel the spirit of Belgian punk star Plastic 
Bertrand. On record, it's like Kraftwerk. Fair comment? 

Etienne: "I only know one song of his, 'Ca Plane Pour Moi'! I love it, but 
he didn't sing the song on the record - he even didn't write the song, he was 
only singing the playback on television because he's good-looking. So I don't 
understand the spirit connection. Anyway, I don't feel like a punk. I feel the 
music very strongly and try to get physically connected with my instruments. 
It's very hard to recreate these sensations on stage. That's why we are closer 
to a band such as Kraftwerk, who recorded with the same instruments as us. " 

CosmicNeman: " It's true that shows can be pretty wild - screaming and 
banging drums - but more in a tribal or psychedelic than a punk rock way. Punk 
rock is still pop music even if it's an extreme version. I feel closer to Alan Vega in 
Suicide, because this is punk with synthesisers and drum machines! " 

Has there always been a strong electronic dance element to yr music? 

CosmicNeman: "Yes, but not digital; Etienne and I share this passion of 
collecting old analogue keyboards. You can't reach this warmth with computers. 
I find computer music dreadful. Everybody uses the same music software. 
It's very boring." 

Etienne: "I love dancing but I didn't listen to techno or house music. I prefer 
so much the precursors of electronic music: Raymond Scott, Silver Apples, 
Pierre Henry. I like it when rock musicians are making music with electronic 
instruments. We're gonna tour the UK, Spain, Germany, Scandinavia, France. . . 
that's so great! We also support Harmonia in September. . .after Jean-Jacques 
Perrey, Sonic Boom and Charlemagne Palestine- Harmonia! I can't believe it." 

www.myspace.com/therealzombiezombie 
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Dance around yr home with the 
German electrohouse specialists 

Laurent Gamier Acid Eiffel 
Walter: "Pure old school trance. Great! Before we 
moved to Berlin we lived not too far away from 
Frankfurt, which was the capital of trance music in the 
early Nineties. At that time we used to go out a lot. 
Techno and house were pretty fresh in Germany and it 
was very energetic and exciting. As you can probably 
hear in the music of Booka Shade, we like the original 
idea of trance, a repetitive atmospheric music that 
takes you on a journey." 

Stardust Music Sounds Better With You 
Walter: "A good example of a loop that runs over 
seven minutes but doesn't get boring. It's funny, it's 
really just that short sample and a great vocal that 
make the song work.The atmosphere makes you think: 
hey, let's have another bottle of champagne! " 

David Bowie Modern Love 
Arno: It's not necessarily 'dance music' you sometimes 
want to dance to. This is such an energetic song that I 
sometimes turn it on when I'm in a very positive mood 
and I want to let energy out. Just jump around the 
room. David Bowie wrote some of my all time faves, 
like 'Heroes' or 'Ashes To Ashes'. He's one of those 
outstanding artists who are able to reinvent 
themselves with each album and always come up with 
something exciting. 

New Order Blue Monday 

Walter: "Since its creation, I have the feelinq that this 



people will still dance to it in 500 year's time. I recently 
read that 'Blue Monday' was pretty much an accident 
and written while checking out a new drum machine 
the band had bought. If this is true, it's not a bad result 
ofasoundcheck!" 

Bob Marley Could You Be Loved 
Arno: " Ever since I spent a holiday on a small island in 
the Caribbean, I have a different view on reggae. I love 
the rhythms - and for me as a drummer it's great to 
jam to. For some strange reason I have the feeling that 
those funny cigarettes they smoke all day help the laid 
back groove a lot. People don't seem to be stressed 
very much down there." 



Kid Creole And The Coconuts Don't Take 
Away My Coconuts 

Arno: " I think Kid Creole is also from the Caribbean, 
isn't he? My seven-year-old son always asks me to turn 
this song on when he wants to dance with me. It's 
really funny to see us perform our coconut dance - I'm 
glad no one outside will ever see it! " 

www.bookashade.com 



envy 

Words: Emily Bick 
Photography: Kat Green 




What can Isay-thegirl is quick. "I've always talked 
fast," she says, "My mum told me off for it." It's not 
just her phrasing, though, it's her confidence. It's 
cool and slick, like lightspeed cracks through thin ice 
-and she's not just skating on top, she's turning 
triple axels, and grinning like it's nothing at all. 

Envy has been writing lyrics since she was in her 
late teens, and scrapped her way through 
Manchester's battle scenes, joining forces with, 
among others, Face (ex-So Solid), longtime friend/ 
producer Dego Brown, and the Black Piranhas. 
'Tongue Twister' is her breakout hit, and does what 
it says. 

In the video, Envy rides a bike slowly through an 
industrial estate, while extras - everyone from ASBO 
parents to pihata bashers -fall in behind her. Envy 
never falls off or misses a beat- it's hard to believe it 



'People try to copy 
you, your style, your 
flow, everything' 



was filmed in one day, let alone one take. 

Next: the question I dread asking, about 
comparisons to certain other MCs and singer- 
songwriters. She stops me. 

"Aaaaw, no! I know what's coming..." 

Goon then... 

"...Lady Sovereign?" 

Well, yeah, and Lily Allen... 

She's heard it all before, and chuckles before 
responding, with more grace than the question 
deserves: "Just because I'm like a white girl doing 
my thing, yeah? I used to fall into that trap, it used 
to wind me up... people were like, 'Oh! It's the 
next Lily Allen, 'And I'm like, have you listened to 
my songs?" 

She's got every right to be wary. A lot of Envy's 
songs are wry cracks at the sorry state of modern 



romantic entanglements. And they can be snort- 
inducingly hilarious, like 'Player', a song about how 
girls can out-sleaze horndog guys. 

It seems to me that the little Lilys and Lady Sovs 
out there are Venn-diagramming their personality 
cults into high street fashion line/broadsheet advice 
column/chat show monoliths of branding. Fans can 
buy stuff to be like them. What about Envy- 
wannabes? 

"It happens. With all artists, you get to a point 
where people try to copy you, your style, your flow, 
everything. When I see a lot of young ones coming 
up, and they're like telling me, you inspire me... I 
don't mind so much . . . but everyone needs to have 
their own flavour. It's alright to be influenced by me, 
but don't try to be me, know what I'm saying? " 

Or, to be geeky, it's the difference between top- 
down software platforms and open-source code. 

Want proof? OK. Her vocals are distinctive but 
malleable; she's got such a sense of phrase that, 
stripped raw, they make amazing beat tracks. 
'Tongue Twister' has been widely remixed, spanning 
bubblicious dancefloor grime to formaldehyde- 
veined electronic minimalism, from Goldilocks, 
Monster Bobby and more. 

My favourite of the remixes is by Robot Koch, 
who slices her voice so the staccato enunciation 
really pops. "I like that one," she says. "He's the 
one that fucked most with my vocals - sometimes 
people get scared - they don't want to offend you. 
I'm just like - go mad ! Do what you wanna do! " 

Somehow, she's managed to do all this 
networking while finishing her degree (in media - 
what else?) and bouncing from city to city, opening 
for Kano and G-Unit. She's busy writing right now, 
for a summer-release mixtape, an EP, and finally an 
album, which will be the first release on her new 
label, China Bulldog. And, for all her perfectionism, 
she's up for experimentation, trawling MySpace 
for collaborators: "I'll get, like, 50 replies to a 
bulletin. Aboutten of them will be sick producers, 
like Medasyn, and the rest will be beating a 
toy keyboard." 

www.myspace.com/envy06 
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Available on 7" vinyl only. 
Limited 10 500 Copies. 

www . c h affi n c h record scorn 



NOW AVAILABLE FROM 

DEAD OCEANS 




THE EXPLORERS CLUB 

FREEDOM WIND cd/ip out 19 may 

"Unlike most psych-rockers who cite Pet Sounds as an 
influence, the Charleston, SC sextet would actually sound 
at home in that record's grooves." —Pitchfork 

Also available: DO YOU LOVE ME? 7" 



WHITE HINTERLAND 

PHYLACTERY FACTORY cd/lp 

"...A summery delight; a fretful, deliriously happy shiver 
of a record... [it] will nestle quite happily in that arcane 
head of yours for months, if you let it slip that way, 
even gently." —Plan B 

"This is a confident, well-executed, 
endlessly beautiful record." —Popmatters 



EVANGELICALS 

THE EVENING DESCENDS CD/LP 

"The Evening Descends is bursting with balcony-pitched 
histrionics, molten Brian May leads, and standing-ovation- 
worthy crashes. But what really makes this album special 
is the ways in which the Evangelicals pull off big-stage 
spectacle on what still sounds like a public-access cable- 
show budget." —Pitchfork 

ON TOUR: 7 JUNE Glasgow, 8 JUNE Dublin, 
9 JUNE Belfast, 10 JUNE London 



ALSO AVAILABLE: 

PHOSPHORESCENT PRIDE CD/LP | CITAY LITTLE KINGDOM CD 

1499 WEST 2ND STREET BLOOMINGTON, IN 47403 WWW.DEAD0CEANS.COM 
DISTRIBUTED IN THE UK BY PIAS UK AND IN THE US BY SC DISTRIBUTION/ADA 



er 




the hungry saw 

"dark, mysterious and seductive as ever" •••• O "flawless" •••• Mojo 

the new album out now 
cd/lp / dl 

f. beggars .com / www.tindersticks.co 





my war 

Words: Joseph Stannard 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmore 

Time to dig Cobalt's unnatural metal 



"I stole the sky/I am the eater of birds. " 

When I came across Colorado duo Cobalt's 
second album Eater Of Birds last year, it burned me. 
Not just because of its turbulent torrent of molten 
aggression and spite - although it's true that, in 
terms of raw power, the album dealt all competitors 
a merciless smackdown - no, Eater Of Birds was 
special because its recalcitrant bitterness seemed to 
derive from very real feelings of bereavement and 
abjection. Unlike Neurosis' Given To The Rising, 
which worked through a comparable melancholy 
with a manly grimace carved into its stony grey 
chops, Eater Of Birds was characterised by its 
capriciousness, its tendency to lurch from fizzing, 
fuzzed-out rage to flaccid ambience before 
shooting its emotional load with the remarkable 
incandescence of the 1 0-minute-plus title track, 
itself an instant masterpiece of visceral psychedelia. 

Fleeing prematurely and unannounced from a 
weekend in Brighton last summer, this fiery exercise 
in desperate self-assertion provided the soundtrack 
to a magic moment on London Bridge, in which the 
Thames transmuted into boiling gold as the skyline 
surrendered to the intoxicating, obliterating rays of 
the setting sun. The song didn't make me any 
happier to be running from my friends; itdid, 
however, reinforce my contention that this act of 
selfishness was necessary to preserve my sanity. 

Communicating via email, vocalist/guitarist Phil 
McSorley confirms my suspicions regarding the 
origin of the album's wayward emotional thrust; 
following Cobalt's 2005 debut War Metal McSorley 
landed himself in what one might call a 'bad space', 
producing an extended ambient meditation entitled 
'Ritual Use Of Fire'. Originally intended as an album 
in its own right, the track is chopped and scattered 
throughout Eater Of Birds, and will appear intact for 
the first time on an upcoming EP. 

" Erik [Wunder, McSorley's sole bandmate] 
and I both approached Eater Of Birds from different 
paths," admits the band's chief lyricist. "I was living 
in a town where I knew no one. I got divorced, spent 
time in psychiatric care, did a shitload of drugs and 
drank like a fish. I spent money until I was buried in 



debt because I figured I'd probably kill myself 
anyway. I hated everything and everyone. At this 
time I wrote the 'Ritual Use Of Fire' music and the 
Cobalt lyrics. Erik was in another city and he spent 
a lot of time working on the musicand occasionally 
getting some riffs from me when I was able to write 
them. The most gut-wrenching lyrics I've ever 
written were on 'Witherer'. The emotion you feel 
and the words you read are authentic. " 

'Witherer' features lines such as, "I dream of you 
walking away/Through October's cold rays/I see a 
beach the witherer can't see/Standing in the dark 
listening to waves with me, " and brings to mind the 
eerie black-on-black dunescapes adorning the text- 
free inner sleeve of War Metal. I ask McSorley if 
there is a Cobalt aesthetic. 



'Eater Of Birds was 
how I would've 
wanted the world to 
feel my final words' 



"War Metal dealt strictly with anger. Eater Of 
Birds was, if I was to die at that point of my life, how 
I would've wanted the world to feel my final words. 
The EPand Gin, which will be coming out over the 
next year, are about drinking to excess, rough sex, 
drugs and basically TAKING instead of caring. 

"I'm not sad anymore about anything," he 
continues. "I wrote the album to describe the 
feeling of indifference and absolute excess. It's 
heavily inspired by Hemingway." 

Regarding the forthcoming third album's title, 
McSorley is frank: "Erik and I are currently in the 
deep reaches of excessive drinking. The idea to 
name the album Gin was a fuck off to everyone who 
takes themselves to be super-important. There's no 
big mystery, no secret idea. It's just gin, drink it." 

Extreme metal is one of the easiest places to 
locate that most turgid and persistent of adolescent 



tropes, the apocalyptic boner, inevitably worked up 
into a frothing wargasm which in the case of Cobalt 
is a helix intertwined with that of the music's 
liberating emotional content; unlike many extreme 
metallers, however, McSorley has experienced the 
war machine at first hand, serving in South Korea. 

" I joined because I was working 72 hours a week 
in a factory and was sick of what I was doing," 
explains McSorley. "I wanted some life experience 
and a chance to do something hard. I also wanted to 
go to war and see what that's like. " 

Anyone feeling a little nauseous at this point is 
granted permission to leave the room. Extreme 
metal in 2008 is a minefield. You're right to have a 
problem with that. The question is, what are you 
going to do about it? 

"I might get sent to Iraq this year," concludes 
Phil. "Sounds fine to me." 

Sound fine to you? 

www.profoundlorerecords.com 

profound sound: four more shuriken from 
the ninja wrist of profound lore records 



Portal Outre (2007) 

Death metal as digested and regurgitated 
by Nyarlathotep himself. Australian warp- 
riffing encrusted with cosmick barnacles. 

Alcest Souvenirs d'un Autre Monde (2007) 

Nu-gaze abducted by Rimbaudian dandy 
diabolists, crackle-flattened into black 
laminate pancake. 

Wrath Of The Weak Alogon (2008) 

Black metal motorik takes an acid shower. 




The Angelic Process Weighing Souls 
With Sand {2007) 

Bosch tattoos trace sexual apocalypse. 
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being and somethingness: me +1 

Words: Miss AMP 

Illustration: Meg Hunt 

Up close and very personal, as Plan B 
investigates music and pregnancy 

Apparently, babies whose mothers watched soap 
operas while pregnant tend to relax whenever they 
hear said soap opera theme tunes in later life. 
And babies played Mozart symphonies grow up 
into these mega-genius uberspods. Babies whose 
mothers listened to Los Campesinos! almost 
exclusively throughout the second and third 
trimesters. . . ? They emerge as these darling little 
indie faggots, who have scribed their first fanzine 
at six months, are fully down with Riot Grrrl and 
third-wave feminist trends by their second birthday, 
and insist, through a combination of sign language 
and tantrums, on wearing nothing but Converse on 
their little feet from birth onwards (It's true! It totally 
happened to a friend of mine!) 

Yes, there have been studies aplenty on how to 
turn your little bastard into a genius by exposing 
your belly to soothing classical tunage. And there's 
a new wave of non-nursery rhyme music for 
children out there, written by aging rockers (such 
as some guy who used to be in Sigue Sigue Sputnik, 
f 'reals), and compilations that turn old punk, 
Eighties and rap classics into lullabies, and - enough 
about the baby already, yeah? What about ME? 

What about: ME, sacred vessel of motherhood? 
ME, tits transmogrifying from sexual funpillows 
into functional milkductage which does not make 
your nipples look very nice thank you very much? 
ME, belly taut and aloft, carried before me like 
a big bass drum ? M E, acquiring a new identity as 
'someone's mother'? ME, fucking someone so 
much so hard so often so ferociously that our 
lust turned into actual human life? That's kind 
of immense, isn't it? So where's the songs 
about that? 



There are songs for love and songs for lust. 
Songs for heartbreak and divorce and jealousy and 
anger and nihilism and sexual murder and 
resignation and bitterness and. . . you name it. Every 
nuance of the romantic experience has been 
reamed for songwriting gold. And still the songs 
come. But when it comes to pregnancy, there's this 
big blank spot. Instead I'm forced into 'customising' 
other songs in an attempt to fit them into my 
emotional experience. I'm listening to 'Jimmy' by 
MIA purely because Jimmy is (probably) the baby's 
name, and he'll be Anglo-Indian (and the track uses 
a Bollywood sample). I'm listening to The Wave 
Pictures' 'Now You Are Pregnant' because a) it's a 
beautiful song, b) it has the word 'pregnant' in the 
title, c) I'm vainly imagining that my former lovers 
are undergoing the same conniptions of jealousy, 



ME, acquiring a new 
identity as 'someone's 
mother'? 



pleasure and rage as the song's narrator does when 
his old crush object has a baby. And I'm listening to 
'No Children' by The Mountain Goats because... I'm 
not quite sure. Because the arrival of this baby 
means that, whenever it eventually comes, this is 
one break-up that won't leave us both with nothing 
to show for the failed relationship and so, er, we'll 
never be in the state that John Darnielle is describing 
in this song? Yeah, as you can tell - I'm clutching at 
straws here. 

Of course, not all facets of everyday life can be 
explored in song. And I haven't heard every song 
ever. But off the top of my head, and just within 
the narrow field of indie pop, electronica and 
singer-songwriter stuff that I listen to, I can recall 
songs about LiveJournal, blogs, MySpace, instant 
messaging, and online dating (and that shit's only 



been around for 1 years. Women have been 
getting pregnant forever!) Songs about babies? 
Yeah, I can think of a few. Songs about inhabiting 
the strange physical state of pregnancy? About the 
freaky pops and bubbles like a little fish moving 
inside you? About the fear that you're about to be 
taken over by a completely new and different kind 
of love? Not so much. 

Maybe this is because pregnancy is, when it 
comes down to it, a physical state that also affects 
you on an emotional level. How many songs are 
there about vomiting, menstruating, taking a shit 
or getting a beating, after all? Maybe it's because 
to write songs about being pregnant from a first- 
person perspective, you need to be female, and the 
musical playing field is still dominated by male 
rather than female-penned narratives? Maybe it's 
because most indie pop is created by youngsters, 
and young indie people generally don't run around 
having babies, so any female people making music 
about pregnancy will probably only have been 
pregnant for the 8-1 2 weeks it takes to procure 
a hasty abortion (no judgement! I've had millions! 
Well, one). 

Whatever it is, I am on a mission. I am going to 
spend the next three months burrowing through 
musical history to find songs that are about being 
pregnant. Not songs about babies. Not songs for 
toddlers to listen to. Actual songs about pregnancy 
(and abortion. Let's chuck that in there too). I'll also 
examine some of the music designed for pregnant 
women to listen to (even though that's mostly stuff 
for the sacred vessel to help her foetus develop into 
a genius, rather than songs entitled 'What The Fuck 
Is Happening To My Tits', 'Stop Kicking Me In The 
Bladder You Bastard' and 'Taking A Leak Every Five 
Seconds Is Totally Not Awesome'). And at the end of 
this mission, I hope to have procured a pregnancy 
playlist fit to grace the pregnancy mixtape of the 
most musically snobbish of childbearing hipsters. 
This music's got to be out there. 

Watch this space... 

More from AMP: www.ampnet.co.uk/weblog 
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John and jehn 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Photography: Cat Stevens 



We have been sent here as a couple to talk to John 
And Jehn about being a couple, and being in a 
band, but we've always seen this couple thing as 
largely incidental - how things turn out to be rather 
than a master plan - and we find it awkward to have 
to talk about collaboration as some kind of strategic 
mechanism. The truth is we are here for the music: 
on average, it takes about 30 seconds of intro to sift 



'Teenage romance is 
the strongest emotion 
there is, but it's 
destructive' 



through the barrage of anonymous MySpace bands 
that comes through our email. It takes less than 20 
of John And Jehn's '20L07' to draw us into their 
Suicide-like Farfisa usage. 

Apparently, though, all the couples like that 
song, so we are back to that before we know it. 
Nevertheless, it seems important to John And Jehn 
not to exploit their relationship or turn it in to some 
kind of are-they-aren't-they White Stripes soap 
opera. Jehn: "On stage we are very professional. 
The Kills, for example, are doing the opposite: they 
are not a couple in real life, but when they're on 
stage, they're making love. We never touch each 
other on stage. When people say something about 
us being a couple on stage, it's a bit like they're 
saying, 'You're being so French on stage'. We can't 
stop being French and we can't stop being 



a couple. " A shy young fan in Camden asked 
whether, after a passionate fight, they settle their 
emotional differences by writing a song together. 
Despite the appeal of the idea, it would be 
disingenuous to say that life and music are 
intertwined in such a way. John: "We're actually 
anti-romantic. We're not passionate in the way 
people expect us to be. Teenage romance is the 
strongest emotion there is, but it's destructive. 
When you want to create something together you 
have to separate how you feel and how you work. " 

They're very down to earth, confident in what 
they have, understanding about what they don't, 
optimistic about what they can achieve and careful 
not to wish for too much. They didn't come to 
London to become megastars; they take it for what 
it is - a more reasonable form of oppression than the 
anonymous small French towns of their 
adolescence. "We come from nothing," they tell us, 
"a really normal childhood in a simple and small 
place. We never had the kind of childhood that the 
rich kids of London had, Shoreditch kids with rich or 
famous parents. But the people we left behind who 
were involved in making music or art have no reason 
to envy us: Just to survive in London is hard work. " 

Something of this gravity is reflected in John And 
Jehn's music too. Their songs are full of admiration 
for music of decades past - licks of glam, soft Velvet 
Underground harmonies, a touch of country blues, 
echoes from Nick Cave's periphery, the Gun Club to 
Die Haut and those Martin Rev-isms that we fall for 
every time. But despite their clear love of a broad 
musical spectrum, something about the delivery - 
at times dreamy and detached, at others almost 
funny-signals that their approach to rock'n'roll 
is more ironic. It feels like they're trying to find 
a compromise between the unattainable rock 
myth and the fact that the old songs still sound so 
damn perfect. We tell them we think their take of 
American music is a bit like Brigitte Bardot drinking a 
bottle of Coca-Cola in Godard's Le Mepris, a gesture 
of love and hate at the same time. They smile at our 
diagnosis, and nod their heads in agreement. 

www.myspace.com/johnjehn 



new bloods 

Words: Meryl Trusslei 



Ahoy, New Bloods: another rad band mulched from 
the punk rock cuttings of Portland, Oregon, though 
blooming up brighter, more colourful: papier mache 
glistening with acrylic paint. Drums and bass palpitate 
thick and serious through their debut album, The 
Secret Life, but New Bloods shrug off the traditional 
heavy guitar mantle, opting instead for a wheezing, 
free-roaming violin to complete the sound. The result 
is 24 minutes' worth of concise, soft-clattering songs 
that will make you want to jump sock-deep into that 
mud puddle you've been eyeing. Two of New Bloods' 
three ladies, Adee and Osa, briefly expound. 

How did New Bloods come together? 

"The universe brought us together." 

Is Portland as much of a musical Utopia as it 
seems to us across the ocean? 

" Portland has quite a musical legacy as far as punk 
goes and new generations of people are always being 
inspired by that. I think that the sound of our band is 
definitely influenced by the rain, the grey, the trees 
and flowers." 

What have you been listening to lately? 

"Mixtapes, whatever people give us, Magic 
Johnson, reggae, Seventies psychedelic Afro-funk, 
girl bands forever." 

Is the punk label particularly important 
to you? 

"We are punk. It's just natural. That's the 
communities we've been in, the houses we live in, the 
way we live." 

What are your live shows like? You seem 
like a lot of fun for a band with such an almost 
serious sound, so much minor key. . . 

" People dance weird at our shows. It would be 
insincere to not convey a level of seriousness in our 
music because we're living in a violent, ultra-capitalist 
time. But at the same time, we're having fun doing 
what we're doing. We're loving in the war years." 

Do you all write the lyrics? Is there usually 
a feeling of consensus when writing songs? 

"Yes, we all write lyrics. There is a feeling of 
consensus when we are writing songs, but it's always 
in an unspoken and unplanned way." 

What's the point of making music, for you? 

" It's just what we do and what we've always done. 
It's therapeutic and it's positive and we all feel like 
it's necessary for us to feel happy. We can use our 
music to help raise money for people who need it. 
We can use our band to create a space for all these 
queer punk kids of colour to get together and make 
a community." 

Have you ever attempted anything as big 
as this upcoming tour, the one that branches 
out to Europe? 

"Our longest tour before this has been less than 
three weeks. We are anxious and excited." 

www.myspace.com/thenewbloods 
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singles club 

Words: Jesse DarlirT, 
kicking_k, Louis Pattison 
and Everett True 
Illustration: Lady Lucy 



Messenger picture update: Louis is a frog. Everett is a dog. 
Jesse is an orange. Kick is a scary Bruce Nauman clown. 
Welcome to our world... 
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We Are The Physics 

You Can Do Athletics BTW (This Is Fake 
DIY) 

"Known for their eccentric leg manoeuvres 

and bad eyesight, the band have been 

noticed by people they knew beforehand," 

says these Glaswegians' (self-written?) 

Wikipedia entry. Feel free to rewrite. 

Kick: I like this song. Sorry, just said that 

aloud (-10 singles club points). 

Jesse: It's like an aerobics class, man. Knees 

to the chin! 

Kick: Faster than hard, and that's OK 

with me. 

Louis:This makes me think of the Ex-Models, 

actually, which is a band anyone should be 

happy to be compared to. That is, fast, jerky, 

Devo-as-fuck. 

Everett: If this was slower it would really hurt. 

It's still porno prog though. 

Jesse:The title, even ! it basically sums up the 

sound.Whichiscute. 

Louis: I like the fact that someone just hit a 

big digital gong in the middle for NO 

REASON WHATSOEVER. 

Kick: For three minutes, they exhaust most 

configurations and dynamics of one quite 

simple (if jagged) tune. 'Porno prog'? Wow. 

New genre of the month. 

Everett: It's prog that exploits the genre to 

lurid effect. 

David Cronenberg's Wife 

My Best Friend's Going Out With A Girl 
I Like (Blang) 

Antifolk UK represent! Thoughtfully supply 
their measurements and blood type over at 
www.davidcronenbergswife.com . 

Jesse: Cute title. Cute riff. This is just too cute. 
Louis: Guy can't sing; doesn't care. 
Kick: D'you think this is based on an actual 
situation? That is happening. . .now? 
Everett: It's very early Eighties, downbeat, 
can't sing, don't care. Yes. 
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Kick: And he took it to his best friend's house 
and sat there while he played it. And stared. 
Everett: I prefer him solo, I think, he's way 
more edgy and nervous; worryingly so. 
Louis: It's quite sinister, in a lovable sort of 
way. 

Jesse: Did he just say "big fat cock?" 
Louis: Urn, yeah, I thought that. But I didn't 
want to identify it. Just in case he didn't. 

Santogold 

LES Artistes (Lizard King) 

Not the mid-Eighties purveyor of low- 
budget wrestling films, but former A&R, 
r'n'b producer and punk bandleader, Santi 
White, whose main vocal influences are 
"Nina Simone and HR from Bad Brains". 
Everett: "Sounds like a 21 st Century Debbie 
Harry" says the press release. 
Jesse: She sounds precisely nothing like 
Debbie Harry - much more tuff and guttural. 
Everett: Debbie Harry's debut was totally tuff. 
Check yr granddad's record collection. 
Jesse: Debbie Harry was tuff. But she was 
a mezzo-soprano. 
Louis: It's very confident. 
Kick:The lyrics are pretty cryptic, but she 
seems to know what she's saying. There's 
not much of the casual fashionista about her, 
despite the nature of much of the press 
attention she's garnered. 
Louis: It's quite anthemic, in a slow-burning 
sort of way. Reminds me of Yeah Yeah Yeahs, 
actually. 

Kick: I see her as belonging much more to 
an art school guitar-pop tradition than the 
constant MIA refs. 

Professor Genius 

A Jean Giraud (ThislsNotAnExit) 

Formerly of Italians Do It Better- last 
month'scoverstars,factfans!Thisis"a 
tribute in three parts to visionary French 
comic book artist Jean Giraud". 



Kick: Is this 'porno prog'? I do hope so. 

SATISFACTION DEFERRED. 

Jesse:This would make a great soundtrack 

for a porno, actually. All that repetitive 

banging, etc. 

Louis: A lot less song-based than his stuff on 

Italians -it's very kosmische. 

Kick: Very like the way Japanese sensualists 

are all about holistic experiences. 

Everett: Jean Giraud, huh? Moebius, right? 

Stalwart of classic sexist Seventies 'adult' 

comics magazine Metal Hurlent. 

Jesse: It's not something, on the other hand, 

you'd want to have on the stereo as you were 

'making love'. 

Louis: It does come in four parts though. 

Jesse: Coming in four parts? Tantric. 

Kick:The question of what to play duringThe 

Act is a vexed one. 

Jesse: Apparently 58% of Britons believe that 

Ravel's Bolero would be the ideal backdrop 

to The Act. 

Kick: NO. 

Malcolm Middleton 

Blue Plastic Bags (Full Time Hobby) 

Fresh from not being Xmas No.1 , former 
Arab Strap guitarist returns with a hymn to 
the old mid-evening clink. Cheers. 

Kick: I liked his last record, the way it seemed 
like he was trying to make pop songs but 
kept fucking it up 'cause he's so neurotic.This 
is a bit more obviously trad. 
Jesse: The music takes itself too seriously. 
Louis:The early Arab Strap stuff felt quite 
genuinely fucked up. If they were your mates 
you'd be sort of worried about them. 
Everett: Now, he's just another man down 
the pub with a gripe and a bottle of lager. I 
don't think he comes across as that earnest 
frankly. More a caricature of himself. 
Louis: Poor old Malkie. 
Jesse: I'm running out of sympathy, I'm 
afraid. 



Fleet Foxes 

Sun Giant EP (Bella Union) 

Hairy Seattle gentlemen, signed to Sub Pop 
in the States (who this band rename Pup 
Sob, tellingly...) 

Jesse: I'm over these animal names. 
Louis: Fuzzy gospel. Panda Bear. 
Kick:This would kill the mood. "Actually, let's 
hold hands, and talk about feelings." Gutted. 
Jesse: I like the dissonance of this. It's getting 
Gregorian now. 
Everett: Don't like the reverb. 
Louis: I like the way no terrible guitars have 
come in yet - 
Everett: (Twiddly guitar) 
Louis: Oh, here they go. 
Jesse: Diddly-dee, diddly-dee. 
Kick: Gonna turn into a leprachaun rock- 
out in 5! 4! 3! 2! 1! [Song ends] Oh, fuck. 
Everett: Earnest young bearded hippies 
standing round, holding hands and 
SINGING A CAPELLA. I've been doing it 
solo for decades now. Decades. . .sigh . . . 
Jesse: Does it hurt to be ahead? 
Everett: Always. This band are a right bunch 
of cunts. I'm sorry, but someone had to say it. 
Louis: I like this: it's like Person Pitch 
dragged back onto land and left to dry off in 
some sylvan glade. It's bright and nicely 
recorded and you can't tell quite where it's 
going. 

Kick: Ain't doing much for me. 
Everett: And it sounds like Flying Pickets 
listening to A Silver MtZion. 

Micachu 

Lone Ranger (Brikabrak) 

Hatefully precocious songwriter takes time 
out from putting out a free mixtape, 
writing an orchestral piece for the London 
Philharmonic Orchestra to release debut. 

Everett: Bluesy. . . all done via ProTools, 

right? 

Jesse: English accent. 
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The question of what to play during 
The Act is a vexed one 



Kick: I like that it sounds a bit wrong. It's a 
purposeful mismatch - and pretty well- 
judged, I think. 

Jesse:This is ace. Fifties radio jingles with 
r'n'b backing vox played through radio static. 
Everett: It's digital when it should be 
analogue (I could be completely wrong). 
Other than that, I like it. Good use of space. 
Louis: Horrible drums. 
Kick:The composition is consistent- but 
wouldn't sit comfortably next to much else. 
Ends suddenly, too. 

Jesse: It was a bit too sudden. Now I don't 
know what to do with myself. 

The School 

AIIIWannaDo(Elefant) 

Liz, formerly of Cardiff's The Loves, traps 
her seven troubadours on pink vinyl. Pay 
attention at the back. 

Louis: What was it that you liked aboutThe 

Loves, ET? 

Everett: They were like the ultimate school 

band and wore their obvious Sixties 

influences on their sleeves. 

Louis:They were probably the most 

shambolic band I ever saw. Like Ramones 

pop played like they'd picked up instruments 

for the first time ... six seconds ago. 

Jesse: Aww! Starts out with a Ronettes 

drum and segues into the Eastenderstheme 

tune! 

Everett: OK, for added indie cred points, 

exactly which Tracey Ullman song does this 

lift from? 

Kick: I traded in my indie cred points for 

street rep. 

Everett: 'They Don't Know'. Jeez. 

Kick: It's someone you're friends with, 

vaguely, but you won't lose sleep without 

them when yr paths fork. If someone played 

thisduringTheAct, itwd be wrong. 

Everett: I like it. I like school bands. Seriously. 

This is cute. Not much is cute. Really. 



Louis: I suppose that's the point in some 
twee: let's just skim the surface, let's make 
feelings shallow as a way of working out the 
complicated things. 

Everett: Better than the other way round - 
cos that's emo! 

Ned 

The Message (Motivesounds) 

"Formed in a junkyard, close to Lyon, 
France," the press release claims. Have 
since toured with Blonde Redhead, Oxbow, 
andDonCaballero. 

Kick: Shredding, politely. 

Louis:They have some of the energy I hear in 

Vialka - it's pretty hell-for-leather, like chase 

music. Music for hot pursuits. 

Everett: "I am very angry with my guitar right 

now but it cost quite a lot of money so I'm 

not going to be too rough with it" . Louis likes 

\Xso I don't! 

Kick: Playing this duringThe Act would probs 

be trying too hard. 

Jesse: Well, it would sort of negate the 

chance of foreplay. Actually maybe that's not 

true. Nipple clamps, and the like. 

Everett: Really? Nipple clamps to this? 

Kick: I bet they didn't meet in a junkyard, but 

it would be apposite if they did. Sounds 

pretty disassembled. 

Everett: Noodling a bit much now. 

Louis: It's one-note noodling! 

Jesse: Yeah. For quite a long while. 

Everett: Nice one-note. 

Kick:This is OK. Bit of an indulgent choice for 

a single, though...? 

Everett: All music is indulgent. Discuss. 

Jesse: No. Singles should be nuggety 

and crisp. 

Daedelus 

Hrs:Mins:Secs (NinjaTune) 

His record company tout him as 'the 
eccentric, electronic maestro of the 



Pacific coast' which suggests some 
kind of contest we'd have paid 
to witness. 

Kick:Think he's improved a lot of late. 

Seems to be about much more than dusty 

old samples nowadays. 

Jesse: It's like pulling velcro, veeeeeerrrrry 

slooooowly. 

Louis: Big hoover bass in all directions. 

Everett: Like something composed by 

someone who's read The Dice Man a little 

too closely. . . "Shall I add some vocals 

here? Let's roll the dice!" 

Louis: Visions of an empty dancefloor. 

Kick: It's fun, in the way that several 

accumulated bad decisions can be. 

Louis: Visions of a few injured people at the 

edge of the dancefloor. . .someone is being 

stretchered off. 

Jesse: I could dance to this. 

Everett: "Shall I speed up the music here?" 

Let's roll the dice! 

Gui Boratto 

Anunciacion (Kompakt) 

Return of the Progressive/House/Minimal / 
Techno Sao Paulo sophisticated 
partystarter who crossed all over the 
critic's Best Of 2007 lists. 

Louis: There's a lot of wob to this. 

Jesse:That's my phone, I'm afraid. 

Everett: Who's on the other end? are 

they IMPORTANT? 

Kick: It's Gui Boratto! 

Jesse: Hey, man! Funnyyou should call! 

Kick: He wants to say that this music 

is perfect forThe Act. So long as it is 

between sophisticated people. 

Louis: Gui is no thug. He is a gentleman. He 

possibly wears a scarf made of silk. 

Jesse: He is a fast car. He is a single-breasted 

suit. He is aluminium. 

Kick: Annnnyway -this is a pretty nice 

abstract, I think. Pretty difficult to tell 



whether it's 33 or 45 rpm, but maybe that's 

best. Let yr mood decide. 

Everett: My mood is always 1 6 rpm. 

Fennesz 

Transition (Touch) 

The man behind the glitch'n'shimmer 

of Endless Summer returns with two 

processed guitar pieces. B-side finishes 

on a locked groove, meaning this 

could be the first Singles Club of infinite 

duration. 

Louis: Guitar recordings super-processed 

to the point of brain freak-out, on a 

rather nice 7-inch. This stuff is gorgeous 

to listen to on headphones, it's so finely 

detailed... 

Kick: A-side is called 'On A Desolate 

Shore'. B-side is called 'A Shadow Passes 

By'. Actually, if we are talking sexmusik. . . 

Louis: It's total womb music actually - and 

I don't mean that in a sex way. But I fear 

that Singles Club will never understand 

(sobs). 

Everett: The Act has taken place... 

Jesse: Doom-womb music. 

Everett:This is lovely. Very comforting. 

Kick: Femme fetal (YES!) 

Everett: (I'm already asleep). 

Louis: It's neat the way he works with an 

instrument's natural properties - makes it 

all sound realy bright and vivid. 

Jesse:The baby is born by now. The light 

is filtering through the window. The cradle 

is rocking... 

Kick: "Hail Satan." 



singles of the month 

Everett: Fennesz -Transition 
Louis: Ned -The Message 
Jesse: Santogold - LES Artistes 
Kick: Micachu - Lone Ranger 
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Words: Nicolas Etienne 

Illustrations: Vincent Vanoli 
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Monade post a report from 
the spaces between shows 



Bordeaux 

Traveling from Bordeaux to Paris was kind of fun: 
David, the gear and I took the road yesterday, 
one day before the show (to have time to 
rehearse a bit, in a basement). 

At some point we stopped in a motorway 
restaurant called Courtepaille (famous French 
chain of restaurants which used to be all built on 
the same model -a round building with fake 
whitewashed walls and fake straw roof), and it 
was funny to notice in the menu three kinds of 
kids meals: 'Paillou' for children underfive, 
'Megapaillou' for children under 10, and 
'Festipaille' for teenagers (under 15). 

I imagined myself being 14 again, all grumpy 
regarding this fake 'festi-bullshit', as my 'festi- 
interests' were then more orientated toward 
some other 'festi-attitudes' (Napalm Death, 
Carcass, Coroner...) 

Later, in a rest area, I was told off by a modern 
young woman in a metallic grey car, who found it 
"really disgusting" when David had a wee on a tree 
something like 50 metres away, at the wood's 
edge. . . I tried to understand, spotting the fact that 
dogs and cats (and all kinds of other animals) were 
doing that all the time, but it was useless: she 
argued that they didn't have the choice. 

I figured that she was actually disgusted with 
freedom, and I tried to debate it with her, but she 
was apparently more obsessed with the need to 
use concrete-built lavatories, those little-cleaned 
buildings where you bathe your shoes in piss and 
shit for the glory of a civic moment. . . 

Paris 

We arrived then in Paris, stopping for something like 
five minutes. It was just enough time for us to pick 
upthegirls-and aticketfor illegal parking. 

We rehearsed until late in the evening, happy to 
be a band again. Distance between us makes time 




together rare and precious. We then reached 
Laetitia's cousin's residence (where we were staying 
for two days) and parked our Fiat Doblo on a plot of 
grass, as the parking lot was full. That was obviously 
not correct, but we didn't want to leave the car 
(with all our equipment) outside of the place, and 
we were too tired to remove all the gear, etc. 

In the morning, the concierge and another guy 
were walking around the Doblo, apparently furious. 
Laetitia and David quietened them down, but they 
had already called the cops, so we decided to escape 
ahead of schedule. 

The funniest thing was the note they left on the 
windscreen - the concierge explaining that it was 
forbidden to park on the grass and that it was 
"really disgusting" to mess with nature this way. 
The other guy (with another pen), added: "And 



A big heap of muscular 
bottoms 




your car, it is really not pretty". I'm still 
laughing inside when I remember. 

Beaune 

... is where we decided to stop 
tonight, on the road between Paris 
and Vevey, in Switzerland -where 
we are playing tomorrow. 

The little hotel where we 
stopped had a kind old woman 
who told us to go and check the 
rooms. She couldn't climb the 
stairs because of her artificial knee, 
and added that she would soon 
have a second. Then her dog 
(named Lloyd) arrived. He had 
only three legs. 



Her son was running the bar next door, so we 
paid him a little visit after the restaurant. He was 
very weird, asking questions and not listening when 
we were answering, and also playing some very bad 
French alternative post-punk-neo-realistic music. 
He was trying to be cool, but he was really freaky. 

At some point, he made a clumsy movement, 
and knocked all his glasses (that were strangely 
amassed on a table behind the bar) over. All his 
'mates' obviously pissed about with him, and he 
told us we were lucky because that happened only 
twice a year. 

Soon after, we left the bar, and bumped into a 
girl who was wrapping his car in cellophane because 
he did something naughty to her (I forget what, 
unfortunately). The car was completely vanishing 
under several layers of plastic. It was very impressive. 

Trieste 

Italy, at last. We just spent a few days in Trieste, 
where we already tried all kinds of delicious foods 
and drinks (from the mozzarela bufala to the 
spaghetti aglio and from the grappa to the 
limoncello). We also learnt that the word 'monade', 
in the local dialect, means 'bullshit', which is already 
quite good for our egos - and especially funny if 
applied to the brainstormed philosophical theory 
of Leibniz [with its 'monads' and 'monadology']. 

We hung out quite a lot in the city, which is very 
nice and strange. I especially remember a huge 
fascist statue near the castle, at the top of the city. 
It was a group of naked men kind of fighting but 
really appearing like a big heap of muscular 
bottoms, which makes it especially appreciated by 
most of Fabrizio's gay friends, he said. 

Milan 

It is getting difficult to update this diary. Tiredness is 
ensuring I'm more and more focused on shows. 
Regarding concerts, the crowd was especially good 
tonight, screaming a lot, as we like them. At some 
point, between two songs, a strange tall guy came 
to me to ask me if I could sell him a record. I said 
I was sorry but I couldn't do it right now- because 
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playlist: underage festival 

Words: Sam Kilcoyne 
Illustration: Magnus Hansson 



I was playing - but he insisted, and eventually went off quite disappointed. We 
played another song... 

Otherwise, we went to the restaurant with the band supporting us, Tiny 
Masters Of Today, who are really young (the girl was 1 1 and her brother 1 3). 
David managed to talk about UFOs with the daddy - who'd even written a book 
on the subject. 

Bologna 

Unfortunately, we didn't stay very long in Bologna, the hometown of our tour 
manager Enrico. There was a very good restaurant where he took us, followed 
by the awful experience I had on stage two hours later, struggling with a mega- 
strong headache from the very first note to the very last. 

At the end I thought I was about to puke, but walked back to the hotel 
instead, while the others packed up my gear for me. I mention this to point out 
the nice team spirit in the band - and also make up for the fact that I didn't really 
talk about music in this report so far; the shows and all their folklore. It's not 
something that comes naturally to me, I must say, and not what I find interesting 
to comment on. 

We give everything onstage. To write about it seems frankly impossible - like 
chalk on a plastic surface, or something like that. 

Nancy 

This Italian tour finally ended quite far from Italy - in Nancy [France]. In fact, 
David and I left the girls-and Bologna-this morning, to drive the Doblo to 
London, with the precious company of Pask and Gaze from the never-stop- 
experimenting band Double Nelson (www.myspace.com/doublenelsonmusic) 
whom we picked up on the way (they don't like walking that much). 

We obviously talked about football, and we drunk half a bottle of Mirabelle. 
And then? Then, I can't remember anything. But anyway, what could be nicer 
than finishing a report with the word 'Mirabelle'? 
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Serge Gainsbourg 

La Horse 

From beginning to end, this record 
completely blows the speakers. Entirely 
instrumental. A really powerful, fulfilling 
sound. When I heard this record I was 1 4 and 
had never heard a Gainsbourg track quite 
like it.Turned up on eBay late last year on a 
promo and went for 600 euros. Didn't quite 
have that in my pocket at the time. . . 

Hooterville Trolley 

No Silver Bird 

I have a real thing for really explosive records. 
This one is no exception. I have quite an 
emotional attachment to it for my own 
personal reasons, but it really sends shivers 
up my spine. 

Add N To (X) 

Machine Is Bored With Love 

I vividly remember going to sleep to this 
album, A vanttiard, when I was really young 
and never being able to sleep until this song. 
My dad [Add N to X's BarrySeven] would go 
away for long periods of time and this was 
the song that really reminded me of him. 
A truly beautiful record. 

Paul Guiot And Paul Piot 

Amour Vacances Et Baroque 

This is another of my dad's many classic finds. 
He put it on a compilation with loads 
of other fantastic library bits. This one just 
reminds me of the summer and has a really 
great orchestra on it. 

Johnny Moped 

Incendiary Device 

For a long time I obsessively bought loads 
of great punk stuff and this is my favourite. 
It's about a guy trying to blow up his mother. 
Genius. Got it in Camberwell for a fiver. 

Tintern Abbey 

Beeside 

A very good friend of mine, my 'sister', 
bought this last year and played it to me at 
one of our record nights - 1 instantly fell in 
love with it and it's since been a good record 
for a bad Sunday morning. My girlfriend is 
saving up her EMA money to get a copy from 
a friend who's selling theirs. 



Os Mutantes 

AMinhaMenina 

This was the soundtrack of my Summer 
and made a French exchange worthwhile. 
A really mad record, and always fun to jump 
about to. 

Kraftwerk 

Trans-Europe Express 

Everything about this album is great. A really 
exciting bit of music.TheAfrika Bambaataa 
and the Soulsonic Force' track that sampled 
this ['Planet Rock'] would be the eleventh on 
this list. 

The Horrors 

Sheena Is A Parasite 

A big kick in the face.The new Horrors stuff is 
great but the debut really tore the first club 
apart in 2006. 

Lee Hazlewood 

For One Moment 

The psychedelic cowboy turns in one of the 
most beautiful pieces of music I've ever 
heard. Beautifully crafted - end of. 



It's about a guy 
trying to blow 
up his mother 



Sam Kilcoyne is the archetypal kid 
DIYing it himself, booking gigs since 
he was 14 and seeing his Underage 
Club blossom noisily into the Victoria 
Park-pwning Underage Fest - the 
world's first such Under- 18s only 
event. It'll be back in August with 
everyone from Bonde do Role to 
Those Dancing Days, Gallows to Four 
Tet, plus lesser-known acts such as 
Care Bears On Fire and Cheeky 
Cheeky And The Nosebleeds. 

Tickets are on sale now. Please 
note that you maybe required to 
provide proof that you're underage, 
which is a winning twist. 
www.myspace.conn/unclerage_club 
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remote viewer: Amsterdam 

Words: Jesse DarlirT 

Last Attraction photography: Nico Jankowski 



I'm not even going to pretend this is objective, or 
even necessarily representative, but you go where 
you know, no? I grew up in the fishy-wet underbelly 
of Amsterdam, cut my rotten teeth on spit-twisted 
microphones and whiskey coffee in chipped mugs. 
We didn't pay rent and we didn't buy food, lived 
instead on cheap beer and tobacco shake and 
whatever the real people left behind. But we played 
music, every day, every night. And we didn't once 
think about making it, or MySpace, or EMI, or NME. 
Everywhere, the guts of dead bikes and the pigs 
trying to fuck our shit up all the time. And the bands 
played on. Punk, mostly, back then. Ska. The 
scabrous, glorious, bummed-out Eighties lived on 
in the Benelux underground, and The Kids were all 
pre-ironic and doing speed. 

But that was then. Me, Isold out my drug habit 
and political paranoia, got big ideas and left town. 
And things have changed now in Amsterdam, but 
thankfully not too much. Punk, like the beast in 
The Neverending Story, took f uckin' forever to die, 
and every time you thought you'd seen the last of 
it, whammo, there it was again: big and black and 
hairy and awful. 

But then a few things happened. An influx of 
new-world/old-style American kids with carny-punk 
sensibilities, accordions and ayahuasca highs 
showed up to inject a thread of musicality; a couple 
of important (squatted) music venues were evicted 
and others legalised, bringing in a less cliquey 
clientele and raising the standard across the board. 
And meantime, the kids were getting better at 
playing their instruments. It's a small scene and 
there's a lot of overlap, with everyone playing in 
everyone else's bands. The do-whatever ethos of 
punk has stuck, and precisely because the scene 
isn't being watched by the wolfish eyes of the 
media-mafia, it's just about the music, man, 
although genre-hopping popstar M-Jo (www. 
myspace.com/mjomusic), quoting Julius Caesar's 
words on arrival in the Netherlands - "Fresia non 
cantat"("the Dutch don't sing ") - reckons that 
a lack of native music means that everything sounds 
like something else. 



We didn't once think 
about making it 



Aux Raus (www.myspace.com/ 
auxraus) are currently the most famous 
band in town after an appearance at 
SXSW, but it's nothing you ain't heard 
before - bleepy laptop thrash with pop 
hooks and hey-hey-hups. Meanwhile, 
the hup-hup-yaaaaah! of punk has 
segued smoothly into Balkan beat, with 
sprawling collective Caspian Hat Dance 
(www.myspace.com/caspianhatdance) 
its leading lights. These guys play the 
kind of drunk wedding music that forces 
even the dutchest of the Dutch into 
throw-down mode. Live, they're a whole 
party. Elsewhere, ska-beat grew a 'tache 
and some burns and now rolls as old- 
time country-blues and the most earnest 
of schlockabilly: Earl Fontainelle And 
His Pearl Of Great Price (www. 
myspace.com/earlfontainelle), do a good 
(one)-line in shoutcore a capella 
singalongs with apocalypse-now lyrics. 
Earl is an Abraham Lincoln-lookin', Sufi 
Muslim, guitar-strummin' Canadian 
sweetie, who pops up in London too, 
and his bassist and drummer- who were 
once /ny bassist and drummer, but that 
was then - also play in Benelux-Mex 
band Don Alejandros y Los Coyotes 
and the fantastically Cave-y cabaret- 
outfit The Last Attraction (www. 
myspace.com/thelastattraction). 

Then there's the whole greaser scene, 
built up in and around late night 
speakeasy De Diepte (The Depths'), 





The Last Attraction 
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a loved and reviled 
purgatory of vice that 
you'd nevervisitinany 
elective, right-minded 
capacity, but at which 
you end up losing all 
notion of time, space 
and decency. The venue 
is now definitively done 
with, but the people 
who made it happen are 
still out there dishing up 
hard-working rock'n'roll 
-The Pedro Delgados 
(www.myspace.com/ 
thepedrodelgados), 
The Sixtyniners (www. 



myspace.com/ 

thatsthewaytogo) 

andTheAnomalys 

(www.myspace.com/ 
theanomalys). There's 
also The Bucket Boys, 

with their billy-can bass 
and their three-man 
harmonies: the same 
guys- brothers Chris 
and Berk (with a bro on 
the down-low and the 
doo-wop-do-i/!//?af now 
wot don't stopj and our 
own personal Jesus, 
Daan - who also plays 
asZibabu(www. 
myspace.com/zibabu), 
crazy eclectic 
Zappaesquethrash- 
reggae and that old 
end-of-the-world blues. 
They've got a third 
band, too: Dutch- 
language hup-pop 
outfit De Beatzers 
(www.myspace.com/ 
beatzers), fronted by an acapella fella called 'Holy 
Blagpipes' Frans, who are hella tight and feature 
everybody's girlfriends on strings and brass and. . . 
you get the picture. They put some chequered 
linoleum and a few amps in the back of an old bus 
and run mobile jam sessions which are often 
magical and synergistic. 

Moving from squatted warehouse to squatted 
townhouse to bus to tepee to open road, until the 
music became everything; you can do that in a town 
like Amsterdam. I didn't know, back then, what I 
know now: that big ideas and big money and the 
spectre of a record deal hanging over everything like 
a comedown just ain't what it's about. And thank 
God for one-horse towns, for do-whatever jam 
sessions, for drugs and squats and all that stuff that 
mean you only have to play and play and play. . . 



Calvert 



The Broken Family DaySaver Tour 



May (With Band) 



Ten Feet Tall 

Mushaboom at Revise Bar (MAPS Festival) 
Up The Apples and Pears at The Mad Ferret 
Bohemian Jukebox at The Bull's Head 



Wed 21 st Cardiff Ten Feet Tall 

Fri 23 rd Manchester Mushaboom at Revise Bar (MAPS Festival) 

Sat 24 th Preston Up The Apples and Pears at The Mad Ferrel 

Tues 27 th Birmingham Bohemian Jukebox at The Bull's Head 

June (Solo) 

Sun 1 st London Redbricks in the Sticks at The Gladstone 

Tues 3 rd Manchester Redbricks at The Deaf Institute 

Thurs 26 th Northampton Velvet Society at Picturedrome 



New LP The Broken Family DaySaver coming soon 

Songs about forest lynchings, seaside jaunts, day trips, impossible summers, 
amyl nitrate, crippling jealousy and single parent conundrums. 

"Flee is a soft and delicious slice of near nakedly drawn early Marr-esque 
musings, that in truth is quite perfect for these sultry days." Losing Today 

myspace.com/bencalvertmusic 
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Released 26.05.08 



Available as limited edition 
book, CD and double LP 


'An album of astonishing 
beauty' NME 

'Spiritualized's most vital and 
compelling set for a decade' 
The Wire 


Includes the single Soul on fire 


A Spaceman® Recording 


www.spiritualized.com 
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got its suit on and feels like it needs its pyjamas on. 
So we stripped it back again." 

All I Wanna Do 

"This is a really slow one and I couldn't work out 
where to put it, but I thought, I'm really proud of 
that song and I don't want to delegate it to the arse 
end of the album. Sol used Sam Cooke logic, which 
is: start your show with three biggies and then the 
audience is with you and you can take some 
liberties. Track four it is." 

Wait For Me 

"It really helped having [Chilly] Gonzales around, 
hammering away at the ivories for the tracks we did 
in Paris. He's a busy man and he doesn't like to travel 
sol made it easy for him by going there. Not that 
he's lazy. Well, maybe he is- but definitely not when 
he's playing music. I wanted him to be happy. So the 
studio we recorded there - it's a lovely big room. I 
think it's obvious which tracks were recorded there 
cos they sound quite different from the others - 
really big -vocals, piano, drums." 

Out Of My System 

"I made a point of using my phone to save ideas, 
with this album. Singing ideas to myself on the 
toilet, into my phone - especially for this song. 
Should I have called it 'Out Of My Cistern'? Ha ha." 

Little Bit Of Feel Good 

"I thought, that's a nice hook, but I couldn't get the 
lyrics together so went over to my friend Andre 
Vida's house. He's a great musician, and he has a 
really good way with words. Me and him had a really 
nice dinner. A perch cooked in kale with bulgar and 
a mushroom bouillon. The fish brought a lot of the 
joy. A big criterion for me is whether a lyric is fun to 
sing. I'm gonna have to play these songs, so I'll put 
as much jubilant energy into them as possible. 
I couldn't handle any shoe-gazing moments. I'd 
rather be sun-gazing..." 

Rope Of Sand 

"Is this my 'real voice', because it's so gentle? If you 
sing quietly, you do reveal another tone. I love that. 
So I was really keen to stick that one on there to 
show people the diversity of my range. I'm multiple 
fictions. I'm more than happy to admit it. I like that. 
This was a particularly personal song and I did want 
to add a particularly personal sound to it, more 
English, I guess. I almost wanted to do a whole 
album of ballads but I listened to the advice of 



guided tour: jamie Udell 

Words: Sophie Heawood 



'I used Sam Cooke 
logic' 



Plan B sources the soul behind the ex-boffin's 'f unk/pop/electronica' 



Jamie Lidell used to perform his electronic music 
aided by a boffin friend; funny science goggles, 
live looping of voice (and image) and much 
knob-twiddling. But in recent years he's been 
leaving the chemistry to one side ("the lab jacket 
is getting a wash") and letting his big old soulful 
voice take over, like on 2005's Multiply. Now he's 
back with an even sunnier set of songs and claims 
that his new album is "my Vitamin C record" 
(which proves he really has let his boffinhood slip, 
since the sunshine substance is Vitamin D, as any 
fule kno). 

Oh, and he's nearly gone down the 
eponymous route, only he's called \tJim (he 
wasn't sure about releasing a record called Jamie, 
in case people thought it was Jamie Oliver's 
solo effort). 



Another Day 

"This started out as a really dirgey Simon and 
Garfunkel-meets-Beck drone, a weird introverted 
ballad, with quite sad lyrics about wanting to keep 
love alive. But I woke up one morning, had a cup of 
tea, and thought, you know what, that song should 
be an upbeat number. And it all started coming 
together so well in LA, where Mocky and I worked 
with the producer, Justin Stanley. It was one of those 
tracks where everything was a lucky moment- like 
the bird who was really going for it outside the 
studio. He was so bloody happy, and I thought, 
I'm recording that little fella cos he just doesn't stop. 
He was there on the day, and he never came back. 

"I recorded it with a session band so I could have 
a clear outline, but then Mocky came and went, 
yeah, hmm... nice, but it feels too polished, like it's 



George Michael - he said if you do a whole album of 
ballads, that's it for your career -you end up being a 
balladeer. I wasn't ready for that - but my greatest 
pleasure comes from singing the ballads, I admit it. " 

Green Light 

"... is a good one, I wrote that for my nephew. He's 
only nine and sometimes he looks at me like he 
wants me to tell him something. And I just think, 
well, what am I gonna say to him? I figured that 
sometimes he's down on himself, he doesn't have a 
lot of confidence - it's an English problem a lot of 
the time, so that's why I kind of thought, it's alright 
to give yourself the green light sometimes - believe 
in yourself a little bit." 

www.jamielidell.com 
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when we meet 

Words: kicking_k 

Let Plan B feed you new worms like 
a baby bird 



Deradoorian 

Dirty Projectors' wise-cracking bassist Angel 
Deradoorian uses GarageBand in a darkened room. 
Given some space to herself, the whole of her voice 
unfurls - deep blue, bruised tones spike silver in the 
higher registers, meandering through lonesome, 
almost solipsistic ballads which drift like river silt. 
She's inscrutable under that arched eyebrow, this 
one.www.myspace.com/angelderadoorian 

Mickey Factz 

Meet a supremely self-assured, self-consciously 
NextGen hip-hop artiste complete with mirrorshade 
finish. Claiming to make 'Uber' ("undeniably 
global") music, the mixtape backing tracks are as 
informed by house as they are more traditional fare, 
and burning on the up, the Factz is he's hungry 
enough to eat his way through a dancefloor 4/4 as 
he is codeine beats, www.myspace.com/itzmickey 

Catherine Ferroyer-Blanchard 

So revisionist Eighties that she's not only adopted 
the fluo silhouette of a tape walkman as personal 
icon, but likewise released an actual cassingle 
(through discerning Parisian label Colette, no less). 
But while the style may be classic, or even kitsch, 
this is sophistopop monsterised by microprocessors 
that impassively liquefy the Gallic pop template 
in its digestive acid. 
www.catherine-ferroyer-blanchard.com 

DJ King Tutt 

DJ and King? Life is good. Voted #1 Baltimore 
producer 2007 by Murdaland's City Paper, the man 
behind the impressive moniker has a spoken word 
intra to his MySpace that ropes in, I swear, about 
500 rappers to pay homage (admittedly, I lost 
count). Is straight, and in a relationship, it says (with 
an MC Queen?) New song The Future' imagines a 
world where gutter-beats shack up with beyond- 
chubby bleeps. That world is now. The time is ouch. 
www.unrulyonline.com 

HeartsREVOLUTION 

Probably objectionable content from a dead 
meadow the other side of a crystal castle, all 
recycled glass and plastic. If they lack the wipeclean 
autism of their primary source (clue above, 
alongside red herring) their more accommodating 
pop sensibilities plus an eye for headline-snagging 
gimmick (touring in an ice cream van) should see 
them garner plenty attention. In time, they might 
even deserve it. 
www.myspace.com/heartsrevolution 

Infants 

A cacophony with an immense, erratic evil pulse. 
The MySpace profile pic has a 3D T-Rex emerging 
from a foam party like it's just eaten an entire 
sorority and now wants to blog all the gory details 
in sub-porn txtspk (with its tiny, bloody hands). 
Drum rolls, hysteria, stray tunes like strewn 
intestines in the wreckage; waaah squared. 
www.myspace.com/infancy 

Invisible Conga People 

The most recent duo signed to Italians Do It Better 
characterise their instrumental duties as 'swish 
swash swoosh' and 'ping pong pang', which gives 
you a preview of their bubblewrap disco. A wealth 
of bleeps soon accumulates and forward 
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Wandering wild and 
free and twee 



momentum seems more due to weight than 
muscle.www.myspace.com/invisiblecongapeople 

Jong Pang 

Sometimes, for all our protestations, beauty is 
enough. Jong Pang (aka Anders Rhedin, from 
Denmark) illustrates his influences by means of 
a video of furries wandering wild and free and twee 
in frozen valleys. His music soars on strings like 
thermals as clattering percussion hits like hail on 
a wooden roof, and an unnamed female voice 
enunciates gnomic phrases which seem all the 
more meaningful for their careful, clean tone. 
www.myspace.com/jongpang 

Morton Valance 

Emphatic niceness and 'electronic love ballads' from 
London-based indie pop troupe who like to play 
dress-up. At the same time, they're selling shares of 
their in-process debut album in a bid to 'return the 
power to the people who matter most. . .the fans 
and the artists'. You even get a contract, which 
sounds exciting (to me), www.myspace.com/ 
mortonvalence 

Starting Teeth 

Another on Switzerland's Creaked label, this unified 
effort from Hopen and Hrdvision sounds like a 
nightclub for charmed quarks -tiny beats 
proliferate, the see-thru synths layer up, and 
mischievous vocal cut-ups bounce against the limits 
of yr attention span like a digivid glitch. 'Next 
Century Haunted Dancefloor' they say, correctly. 
An exorcist would not know where to start. 
www.myspace.com/startingteeth 

These Are Powers 

They're totally down with breaking off a track called 
'Ice Chipper' (which could) midway for a three-way 
cough-in before strapping back into the nocturnal 
acceleration of bass, guitar and drums intent on 
triangulating disaster. This is music for hinterlands, 
unmarked roads and unlit landmarks, lost parts, 
spare souls, www.myspace.com/thesearepowers 
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rA 



plan b 1 27 



I 



Words: John Doran 
Photography: Owen Richards 



r 



*" \ 



Rolo Tomassi's indescribable prog-core hyper-talent just blew our writer's metaphor circuits 



So, the writing ends up being more about the 
words. It can't really do the noise much justice. 
You try your best dancing to architecture but 
end up tilting at windmills. You're left in the 
position of trying to describe blue to a blind 
man, and "Better than brown, not as good 
as violet" just won't cut it. What's left is a 
madman's breakfast of wild comparisons, 
unhinged similes, and slack-jawed conjecture. 
There's form to the chaos when it comes to 
terminology, but only in the way that a 
shorthand is of use only to those already in 
the know. You become lost in a comfortably 
flat and familiar landscape of angular guitar 
chords, acid squelches, fat bass, plaintive 
thingummies and chiming doodahs. The odd 
onomatopoeic flourish momentarily and 
violently punctures the Cartesian divide before 
you're flat-out fucking flummoxed again. The 
better a simile-the more George Orwell would 
approve -the less use it is to you as a consumer. 

You don't want to read that Rolo Tomassi 
are like X band on Y drug? Well, that's fine - 
but it still would have been more use than it is 
to say that listening to their recently reissued, 
self-titled EP is like watching a group of angry 



live in the late Eighties?) Dillinger Escape Plan, 
Cutting Pink With Knives, Daughters!, 
Trencher... like I say, though, it ends up being 
about the words. So let's let the man speak. 

James Spence, Casio PT50 mangier, and the 
elder statesman of the Sheffield-based band, 
is still on the right side of 20. He is acting as the 
voice of the five-headed beast that is Rolo 
Tomassi, speaking for his sister Eva who is such 
a great vocalist she screams her cords into 
chords, Joe Nicholson on guitars, Edward 
Dutton on drums and Joseph Thorpe on bass. 

I remember when I first heard your 
EP, I was like, 'Holy shit, that's bracing!' 
but I listen to it now and it's chock full of 
melody. Like when you go back to Bleach 
years later and you realise it's like Smile 
or something. Do you get loads of people 
mentally filing you under noise? 

"Sometimes, yeah. It kind of depends what 
sort of shows you're playing. I think people 
who are accustomed to noise might not think 
that, but we do get people saying it's just 
atonal and just noise. Itdepends on what 
you're into, I guess." 



Naked City's Radio is a genre atrocity - 
not like Foals sticking highlif e music with 
Bloc Party vocals, but a real mash-up. It's 
like listening to all the Aid stations at one 
but with FM clarity. Is it hard marshalling 
all those influences: hardcore, carny 
organs, jazz fusion, rock...? 

"It is difficult. We try to make sure we never 
go over the top. When Joe, our guitarist, writes 
the songs, he doesn't go with the outlook of, 
'Let's try and use as many genres as possible'. 
We play what sounds good and what we enjoy 
playing and know will gotogetherso it can and 
does remain coherent, instead of going so far 
off the mark that it's just pointless." ^ 

It must be amusing watching 
journalists tripping over themselves 
trying to describe what you do. 

"Yeah, I can't think of any specific referer 
but I laugh when the 'electro' word gets 
brought up. I guess it's because of the fact I use 
a synthesiser, but none of us have anything to 
do with electro. The 'new rave' tag was very 
funny. We always used to joke that we were 
more no rave than new rave but luckily we 
never let it slip to a journalist." 



more 
ew rave but luckily we never let it slip to a journalist' 



Irish nuns kicking a donkey to death, or 
thinking of your mum wearing a nice dress 
seconds before getting hit by a school bus, 
or like hearing an eight-foot brass spider trying 
to climb a narrow staircase. Cold. Cold. Getting 
colder. Rolo Tomassi are like a madman's 
breakfast, except they're not mad. Sanity, like 
a political viewpoint, doesn't exist on a 1-D 
scale or a 2-D graph, but as a 3-D object roughly 
the shape of a grapefruit. Rolo Tomassi are not 
completely psychotic, they're just way too sane, 
at the other side of the grapefruit-shaped 
object where all the bad stuff you don't like 
meets. They're less Ed Gein and more Theodore 
Kaczynski. Imagine if George Orwell was a 
music journalist: "Never use a metaphor, simile, 
or other figure of speech which you are used 
to seeing in print." That would be the most 
important meal of the day for a lunatic. An 
exercise in pointless brilliance. 

So now that we've established how daft this 
is let's throw a few reference points out there 
and let them hang in theair like pink mist on 
a summer's day after the suspect device has 
detonated. John Zorn's Naked City (Absinthe? 
Radio?) The Cardiacs (not on acid, but maybe 



I just read an aggravating interview 
with you online where all the guy does 
is go on about your age and your height. 
He doesn't mention the music once! Are 
people always weirdly obsessing about 
your age? 

"It was frustrating for us to read as wel I. 
It wasn't even an interview, we had a 
conversation with this guy and he put 
questions to it afterwards. You could say that 
people are sort of weirdly obsessecTwith the 
fact that we're teenagers, but it's not so much 
a problem now as when we first started. We've 
been in this band for three years now. When *i 
we first started Eva was 14 and I was 16. 1 turn 
20 this year, so it's not as frustrating as it used 
to be." \ v 

It's an odd thing. I remember last year 
a metal paper started going on about how 
old Ash were and I was like 'Hold on ! 
They're still in their twenties!'. ..Do you 
know John Zorn? 

"It's funny you should say that. Someone 
came up to me after a gig recently and told me 
that I'd love Naked City but I haven't actually 
heard any." 



No rave! 

"Shit." 

No rave! That's brilliant! 

"Yeah." 

No rave! You need a Tomassi-dance to 
go with it. 

"What would that be like?" 

How's the debut album shaping up? 

"We're right in the middle of it. Everyone's 
really into it. We're recording a song we play 
live called 'I Love Turbulence' which is a three- 
and-a-half minute prog rock track. It's got an 
intro, a heavy bit, a clean bit, another clean bit 
that's really spacey and then it ends on a really 
big riff. That's prog to us!" 

Clean bits, dirty bits, heavy bits and spacey 
bits. Perhaps these are all the words you 
need to describe Rolo Tomassi. But just incase, 
here are some more. Ragged. Jugular. Panther. 
Pyroclastic. Funicular. Like the Cardiacs on acid 
in 1 988. Like a horse running the wrong way 
down the fast lane of the motorway with police 
cars chasing it. Hotter, hotter, hot. That's it. 
You've got it. 
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party control 

Words: Ringo P Stacey 

Illustration: Pellet 

Plan B salutes Lil Wayne, chemically 
assisted thug maestro and self- 
proclaimed "best rapper alive" 

There's no such thing as genius -just hard work and 
fortunes, usually bad. Given the way things have 
turned, it's hard not to laugh at the way Lil' Wayne 
started his career, with a band whose name sounds 
like it could have been for a gay porn mag. The Hot 
Boys. It's the kind of thing his haters love to play on. 
Unfortunate, except for the opportunities it's given 
him to transcend. Need evidence? Pick through the 
forums and letters pages for the fire, vitriol directed 
at Dwayne Carter or one of his officially sanctioned 
psuedonyms, 'Lil' Wayne', 'Weezy F. Baby', 'Young 
Money', 'Birdman Jr' or, with typically brilliant 
immodesty, 'The Best Rapper Alive'. 

Meathead wit such as typified by the less 
memorably named F-Z Dub-G in XXL early this year: 
"Why the fuck do you keep puttin ' Weezy Faggot 



People hate Wayne cos 
he's a threat. Cos he 
breaks the rules 



Baby on the cover? Oh, my bad, it's Weezy Fuckin' 
Baby because Weezy be fuckin' Baby. " People hate 
Wayne cos he's a threat. Cos he breaks the rules. 
And just as sure as you can see the boiling drool 
dribbling down the side of Mr Dub-G's face, you can 
almost hear the great Weezy himself laughing along 
at the reaction, casually coining more phrases to rile 
the masses, working them into ubiquity so those 



same masses come to love him. It's all about gaming 
the square reaction. 

Like the time he turned the most arrogant 
appelation into a song, 'The Best Rapper Alive' on 
what's still his most recent album, 2005's Tha Carter 
II. A rare foray into hard rock, it set out his stall over 
clean guitars and tastefully echoed mid-tempo riffs. 
He paced and made his point without show, first 
through carefree enunciation then explicit in the 
build to the chorus. "Swagger right? Check. . . " 
in that voice, ancient even on his debut album 
at the age of 1 7 screaming "Fuck the world", but 
at 23 positively geriatric, the wizened croak of an 
elder statesman. 

Which is exactly what he was then, and is three 
years later at 25. For evidence zoom back to May 14, 
1 993 when an 1 1 -year-old Wayne rapped outside 
Peaches record store in New Orleans to earn his 
connect with local entrepreneur Bryan 'Baby' 
Williams and his fledgling Cash Money record label. 
Cut forward to the shiny torso on the cover of his 
debut solo Tha Block Is Hot in 1 999, two years after 
his dad died and he hit big with The Hot Boys, fresh 
from coining the word 'bling' yet relatively modestly 
accessorised, a few icy 
pieces overshadowed 
anyway by the 
suggestive bulge in his 
'Hot Boy Wear' boxers. 

Then back to the 
very first track on that 
very first album, where 
the track peters out into 
a skit, a honky voice 
explaining the 
mysterious appeal of 
the band. "We hate 
you fuckin' coloureds 
so fuckin ' much but. . . 
I love a hot boy. My wife 
loves a hot boy. My 
daughter loves a hot 
boy. I love a fuckin ' Hot 
Boy with a six-pack. " 



He isn't the machinating type, starting wars 
to spark sales. It's more that he truly doesn't give 
a fuck (in the old school NWA/early Eminem sense). 
He accepts what he is. Product of his society, but 
displaced just enough to make his perspective, his 
motives, ever so slightly askew and addictive. Still 
no saint: where most rappers will threaten to slap 
a bitch, he'll give her a "hysterectomy" - or he'll diss 
a bloke for being full of "oestrogen". 

Through it all he flies, chemically enhanced, 
breathtaking, with a drugged spiritual free- 
association. And though the graft's a given, and will 
surely be sorely missed if and when he stumbles into 
a drugged creative torpor, it isn't what elevates him 
above authentic losers. If he's the best it isn't cos of 
what he does, it's who he is. That dislocation, the 
way the asides often trump the punchlines. Like the 
end of 'The Best Rapper Alive', after he's declared 
the song a victory lap, when first he drops an 
expletive "the motherfucking best yet. . . " then 
a pause and the most human spontaneous reaction 
ever heard in Southern rap, "...sorry for cussing". 
The unplanned moments that reveal who he is. 
And who he might be. 
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Adem 
Takes 



TAKES is a new full length album featuring unique cover versior 

of some of Adem's favourite acts including H" 

Low and PJ Harvey. Released 12th May on 2 x LP & CD 

ADEM Live in May 

Sat 17th MINEHEAD ATP Festival (Explosions In The Sky) / Tue 20th LEEDS Th 

Sat 24th BRIGHTON Komedia / Sun 25th LONDON Union Chapel / Tue 27th L 



LIQUID 
LIQUID 

SUP IN AND OUT OF PHENOMENON 

Retrospective of long deleted material from the seminal 

New York quartet featuring the 3 original classic EPs, 

previously unreleased music and live tracks 
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WATER CURSES 

12" & CD/5TH MAY 

LIVE - SUN 18 MAY - MINEHEAD - ATP (EXPLOSIONS IN THE SKY) 

MON 19 MAY -DUBLIN -TRIPOD 

TUE 20 MAY - GLASGOW - ORAN MOR 

WED 21 MAY - LEEDS - BRUDENELL ROOM 

THU 22 MAY - LONDON - KOKO 

WWW.MYANIMALH0ME.NETWWW.D0MIN0RECORDCO.COM 
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judge, jury and executioner 



Words: Petra Davis 
Illustration: Anna Higgie 
Photography: Kristofer Buckle 



A voice of the dispossessed that dances across octaves and cuts like a knife # Diamanda Galas turns 
the table on the oppressors, calling down a righteous vengeance that's steeped in the ages 



Once, in a panelled room, with all the reassurance 
of high academe outside the window, I sat earnestly 
debating my paper on the threat of the feminine in 
Classical art history with my supervisor, a grizzled 
and brilliant man who had made my introduction 
totheworkofthepost-Lacanian 1 French feminists 2 
that so informed my thesis. On the table between 
us sat my paper, with its illustrated front page - 
the face of a woman, teeth bared, her eyes 
swimming rage through the blood that covered 
her, her fist closed around the knife she held 
before her, beaming out her inescapable intention 
in a perfect congruence of gesture and bone. 
He looked at her for a moment, then his eyes 
dropped, and he shifted uncomfortably. 

"Let's just put her away for a bit," he said. 

In a hotel bar in Chelsea, a sudden March snow 
shower calmly tapping the window, gentlewoman 
polymath Diamanda Galas pulls faces for me. She 
draws her upper lip down towards her chin, tautens 
her eyelids, and extends her jaw, her face becoming 
an archetypal mask of tragedy and menace. No 
blood, no weapon, is necessary. My neck prickles 
in instinctual response. 

"It's that smile, right?" she says, and seeing 
my shocked face, booms out a joyful cackle. "The 
Greek face. And the Middle Eastern face, and all 
through the Mediterranean, you see it in their art 
and in their people still. We all have this... brutal 
smile. Have you ever seen Anna Magnani 3 , in 
Pasolini's Mamma RomaV Magnani's character 
in that film uses her laugh to convey pain - it's set 
after the second world war, and she plays a whore. 
In one scene she is walking the streets and she 
throws back her head and laughs - it's a loud 
laugh, but it's also the sound of absolute tragedy. " 

In Mamma Roma, Pasolini also breaks with 
cinematic convention by allowing Magnani's 
character to look directly into the camera. Like the 
image of Galas that illustrated my paper-an image 
from Plague Mass, her heartrending 1991 album 
excoriating the Catholic church for its complicity in 
the AIDS crisis - Magnani's unwavering gaze both 
reflects and promises violence. The images that 
Galas uses, similarly, echo the violent subject matter 
of much of her work, presage the extremity of 
her sound, and present her essence - her face, 
her body, her will - as terror. 

" I think it's a form of katara 5 ", she says. 
"I look back over the magazine covers that I've 
done and realise they were all really aggressive! 
The innocent kind of sexuality that's expected 
of women now is so far from sexual displays in 
other art forms - think of the can-can; the women 
looked tough, they were tough. This disingenuous 
sexuality is very recent and very culturally specific, 
too. Melina Mercouri 6 , who was absolutely 
worshipped in Greece, would never be considered 
beautiful in America. We who are outside are either 
fetishised, exotic, or invisible. And that's reflected 
in the way that both white and black traditions 
sample our music." 



It's an uncomfortable thought. I find myself 
shifting on the sofa as guiltily as my supervisor once 
did. I've grown accustomed to thinking of sampling 
as a form of protest against the historic plunder of 
black culture by pop culture, yet increasingly, hip- 
hop musicians are finding other cultures to borrow 
from. The idea of 'world music' turns distinct 
cultures and traditions into mulch. 

" Exactly. So anyone can steal from it. Jay-Z 
takes Greek and Tunisian music, and uses it for 
Beyonce, as rhythm tracks or backing vocals. We 
have some of the greatest singers in the world and 
they are used as background for Beyonce? That's 
American imperialism - 1 don't care if it's a black 
artist doing it." 

Galas has a point: the Yemenite song 'lm 
Nin'Alu' 7 , for example, has been sampled over and 
over in hip-hop, ever since Coldcut used it for the 
remix of 'Paid In Full', but it's Madonna's 'Isaac' that 
is perhaps most crass. Particularly offensive was the 
Confessions tour, which accompanied the song with 
a woman dressed as a sort of disco dervish, caged, 
in front of images of the Judean desert. 

"Oh, Madonna's shameless. She'll just steal. 
There's a piece in Dazed & Confused- it was 
'The Madonna Issue', you know, and then there's 
this little subheader about me, 'Devil Woman' - 
I'm not kidding 8 . Devil woman ! My record company 
thought it was so perfect that an article about 
someone genuinely transgressive should appear 
with Madonna - pseudo-transgressor and cultural 
rapist. Have you seen her schtick in 'Frozen'? It's 
Greek symbolism ! This stuff has meaning ! " 

The indignation in Galas' tone is infectious, 
her frown a sinister thunder. Impassioned defence 



warning to the Eastern Orthodox churches that 
the end of their tradition was nigh. " 

For Galas, the preservation of endangered 
cultures is a political act, in art or in life. At the 
behest of genocide scholar Desmond Fernandes, 
she contributed a speech on the ethnic cleansing 
of art to the memorial of Armenian newspaper 
editor Hrant Dink 11 that took place at the Houses 
Of Parliament earlier this year. " Robbery is not just 
the robbery of money or human flesh," she wrote. 
" It involves the soul murder of cultures which will 
soon die if it they have no more songs to sing. " 

Galas' own cultural and artistic background 
is diverse. Born in San Diego, the daughter of 
a Spartan 12 mother and an Anatolian 13 father, 
her childhood was spent immersed in Greek music 
at home. A musical prodigy, she received classical 
training in both piano and voice; her father, 
meanwhile, directed a gospel band. As a child, 
she would sit on the stairs, listening to the choir's 
ecstatic polyphony, then, when rehearsal was 
over, she'd accompany them in song. Her face 
radiates memory. 

The mix of classical and blues traditions would 
later lead Galas to its logical conclusion: jazz. She 
takes me through a lightning tour of the traditions 
she perceives in jazz, including the West African 
tradition, Somalian and Ethiopian music, and 
Eastern European classical music. As she reels off 
the various scales, I begin to see how she packs 
a thousand years of ethnomusicological history 
into her knockout punch of a voice. Though best 
known for her multi-tonal work, a split shriek of 
protest and despair, she is also a spinto soprano 14 
of great texture, drama and dynamism, with a lower 



'We who are outside are either 
fetishised, exotic or invisible' 



of cultures under attack, and particularly of the 
artistic traditions of Greece and the middle east, 
is a thematic constant in Galas' 25-year body of 
work, most overtly in Defixiones, her 2003 album 
concerning the Greek, Assyrian and Armenian 
genocides at the hands of the Turks. While 
Defixiones makes Galas the moiroloyistra 9 
of the victims themselves, her next project, 
Nekropolis, will consider the artistic consequences 
of genocide - the lost and stolen artistic traditions 
of subjugated cultures. 

"Nekropolis treats Istanbul 10 as a city of the 
dead," she says flatly. "I have gathered Urdu 
artists, Arabic artists, traditions that were exiled, or 
eliminated. I want to do a lot of the work in Istanbul 
itself - and also in Patmos, which is where St John, 
who himself was an exile, wrote Revelations, his 



extension comparable to Leontyne Price 15 for attack 
and depth. In practice, this means she's capable 
of pinning you like a butterfly and mauling you like 
a bear, all in one breath. 

At her performance earlier in March, I was 
transfixed by her rendition of Ornette Coleman's 'All 
My Life', which saw her wrestle a single phrase from 
impossibly high overhead and pursue it down into 
a dark-blue, crackling growl, before returning to 
a sustained, heady tone that suffused the air around 
me. "I've waited all my life for you, andnowyou're 
here, " she sang. "It seems so long ago. Joy that 
I never knew never will exist for me and you. " As 
she travels through her extraordinary tonal palette, 
so the song travels through perspectives. Such 
accomplishment is moving to witness, even were 
it not redolent with association. 
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"In 'All My Life', there's one interval that's D to 
an F# in the octave above -that's a Mozart interval, 
an aria, like something from Seraglio™. Ornette is 
very precise. I go from the head voice to the chest 
voice, and back again. I'm trained in be/ canto 1 7 - 
that's the basis of my freedom vocally, the control of 
the breath throughout the vocal range, regardless 
of the constant changes of timbre. 

"I'm usually compared to Maria Callas 18 , but 
I think actually Leontyne Price is closer. She has 
a very warm, rich tone and I love her singing. There 
are a couple more sopranos that I really like -Anna 
Netrebko, she's a young Russian soprano, she's 
wonderful, and Renee Fleming 19 , 1 really enjoy 
her work. Her recording of Strauss' VierLetzte 
Lieder 20 is terrific. She's becoming a jazz singer 
now, interestingly enough." 

Galas' association with (read: dominion over) 
the avant-garde scene has meant she has become 
a touchstone for independent artists too. PJ 
Harvey spoke in 1 993 of her admiration for Galas, 
attracting comparison for her own theatrics on 
1 995's To Bring You My Love. Long after Harvey has 
abandoned her efforts at coloratura, Galas' eyes still 
narrow at the impudence of the compliment. 

"There were friends of mine, drag queens, 
calling me saying, There's somebody who's dressing 
like you, wearing your hair, studying your vocals, 
wearing your make-up'. At first I said, 'I don't want 
to know, I'm working'," Galas bites off peremptorily. 
"But then I went to one of her concerts. And I'm 
telling you, if you're gonna do me in drag? You'd 
better be taller than me. And tougher than me. And 
you'd better be a man," she adds, with a growl. 

Galas is dearly beloved of drag queens. Her 
good friend, Kentucky drag doyenne Bradley 
Pickleheimer, introduced her to two of the most 
stunning songs on her current live album, Guilty, 
Guilty Guilty, which she's presently taking on tour. 
"I heard the gigantic orchestral introduction to 
'Heaven Have Mercy' and yelled 'What the fuck 
is that?' It's a very subtle song, as well as very 
emotionally extreme. I heard her voice and I was 
in tears. And then he played me 'Interlude (Time)' 
-that's like a music box, with a little ballerina in it. 
And it's made of mirrors. It only sees itself. It's very 
demanding to sing - it's actually the most difficult 
song on the album." 

Galas picks up her coffee, but doesn't touch it. 
She seems to be watching her reflection. 

"'Autumn Leaves' has my parents in mind," she 
says quietly. " I had had to have my mother admitted 
to hospital. My father and I went to visit her the 
next day, and as he was leaving he was hit by a car. 
Ninety-one years old. And a chaplain came up to tell 
my mother that my father was in the trauma ward. 
It was horrifying. Brutal. 

"But when they came home again, I'd sitand 
play songs for them that they loved. It was very 
emotional for me. I'd sit and play standards, 
just try and play without stopping; it made them 
happy. And 'Autumn Leaves' was one I played 
over and over." 

Such associations make for an emotionally 
taxing live show, but Galas' improvisational 
technique means the songs grow as she plays 
them, and her performances are as technically 
complex as they are inventive. "Each time I perform, 
it's necessary to do a very long soundcheck to 
see how each song plays in the room, how it 
sounds in the acoustic chamber of each hall. So 
in fact I have probably sung for at least three hours 
before even doing the show. All the settings for 
each song must be modified from one room to 
the next - Carnegie Hall is vastly different to the 
natural reverb and delay you'd find in St John 
The Divine, for example." 

Galas always works in quadrophonic sound, 
whether in an indoor or outdoor venue, using ring 
modulation, delay, distortion, and feedback, which 



she controls with her own set of pedals. The result 
is an often overwhelming proliferation of tones, 
as individual mic signals batter violently against 
one another. She's widely recognised as a pioneer 
of mictechnique and sound engineering; Bjork 
admitted to having studied Galas' kamikaze sonics 
for her own live performances. In a recent interview, 
Jarboe, late of Swans, contrasted the aggression 
of Galas' performance ethic with her own 
willingness to risk everything, to die, if necessary, 
for those present. 

"What? She's ready to die for whoever's in the 
audience?" hoots Galas, thoroughly amused at the 
thought. "Well, I'm ready to kill whoever's in the 
audience! Like in Female Trouble: 'Who wants to die 
for art?' - someone stands up, and Divine shoots 
them. " And her great green eyes blacken with glee. 



She's capable of pinning you like a 
butterfly and mauling you like a bear, 
all in one breath 



FOOTNOTES 

1 . Jacques Lacan: French psychoanalyst, 
highly influential within the post- 
structuralist movement. 

2. Post-Lacanian French feminists: 
Helene Cixous, Luce Irigaray, Julia 
Kristeva. Interdisciplinary post- 
structuralist feminist scholars broadly 
concerned with the construction of 
female identity and locating feminine 
forms of expression: 'L'ecriture Feminine'. 

3. Anna Magnani: nightclub singer and 
Oscar-winning actress in the expository 
tradition, of Italian and middle-eastern 
origin. Best known for her role in Daniel 
Mann's adaptation of Tennessee 
Williams' The Rose Tattoo. 

4. 1 962 film set in post-war Rome by 
Pier Paulo Pasolini, Italian filmmaker, 
philosopher, playwright, novelist 
and poet. Galas set Pasolini's poem 
'SupplicaAMiaMadre'('PrayerToMy 
Mother') to music for her 1 998 album 
Malediction And Prayer, along with 
works by Charles Baudelaire and 
Salvadorean poet Miguel Huezo Mixco. 

5. Katara: curse. In both the ancient and 
the modern Greek traditions, a katara 
is a powerful tool used to exert one's 
will on another. Galas's 2003 work, 
Defixiones, refers to the curses left on 
the graves of the dead of the Greek, 
Assyrian and Armenian genocides, to 
forewarn those who might desecrate 
the graves of their incipient fate. 

6. Melina Mercouri: singer, actress 
and activist, later Minister For Culture 
in Greece. "She was a very masculine 
woman, very powerful", says Galas. 
Both of us found it difficult to imagine 
a US equivalent. 

7. 'Im Nin'Alu': sacred 1 7th Century 
Yemenite poem, written by Rabbi 
Shalom Shabazi. Recorded by Yemenite 
singer Ofra Haza in 1 988, whose version 
was a hit in both the UK and US.The song 
was subsequently sampled by Coldcut 
for Eric B and Rakim, Snoop Dogg, and 
Nas (in his battle with Jay-Z, 'H to the 
Homo'). The poem itself elevates spritual 
riches over earthly wealth: "Im nin'alu 
daltei n 'divim daltei ma mm lo nin 'alu " 
( "Even though the gates of the rich 



maybe closed, the gates of heaven will 
never be closed"). 

8. Stop press: my boyfriend returns 
from a visit to the local shop with 
the May issue of Q, another of its 
upsettingly condescending 'Women 
In Music' specials. "You're gonna 
love this," he grins. Past the enormo- 
features on Madonna, Debbie Harry, 
Amy McDonald and Adele, in a half- 
pager named 'Women On The Verge Of 
A Nervous Breakdown: 5 Female Artists 
Who Just Went Too Far', he points out 

a paragraph on Diamanda Galas. Her 
crimes, apparently, include having a 
five-octave range, singing depressing 
songs and tackling the subject of AIDS. 

9. Moiroloyistra: ancient tradition of 
professional women mourners whose 
role was a feminine parallel to that of the 
priest. Considered, therefore, heretical by 
the Greek Orthodox church. Performed 
moiroloyia -funeral laments, often 
harrowing, at the graveside of the 
deceased. "Needless to say, the oracle at 
Delphi was female," says Galas, explaining 
the ancient Greek role of the feminine as 
the guardian of the sacred. "Moiroloyia 
is a speaking directly to the dead rather 
than through the priest. The moiroloyistras 
are not interested in a three-way medium 
to speak to the dead - especially not 

a man. Men are not present for the 
caregiving or the death rituals." 

1 0. Istanbul: formerly Constantinople, 
more formerly Byzantium, the current 
capital of Turkey. At varying points in 
its history it has been the capital of the 
Roman, Byzantine, Latin, and Ottoman 
empires, and is as such second only to 
Jerusalem in terms of military history 
and cultural significance. Galas refers 
to it as the city of the dead because of 
its history of genocide. "So many artists 
were exiled or executed," says Galas. 
"There are texts left behind that are 
about the impending firing squads." 

1 1. Hrant Dink:Armenian editor of the 
newspaper Agos in Turkey, assassinated 
in 2007 by a teenageTurkish nationalist. 
Dink had long been critical of Turkish 
denial of the Armenian genocide, 

had been prosecuted repeatedly for 



'denigratingTurkishness', and was subject 
to constant threats from nationalists. 
His death has become a focus for 
many campaigners against theTurkish 
government's genocide denial. Galas' 
speech in its entirety can be found at 
www.assyriatimes.com/engine/modules/ 
news/article.php?storyid=3307 

12. Sparta: area of southern Greece, 
distinct culturally from the Athenian 
tradition which has dominated 
European understanding of Greek 
culture since the Renaissance. 

13. Anatolia: peninsular region 
between the Black and Mediterranean 
seas. Strategic point of contact between 
Asia and Europe, Anatolia has an 
idiosyncratically diverse cultural 
tradition. "People don't understand 
the term 'Anatolian', so they just write 
'Armenian' and think that'll do," says 
Galas. It means 'The sun rising in the 
East' - it's the oriental Greek tradition, 
very different from the mainland." 

14. Spinto soprano: a lyric soprano 
with both a darker texture than the 
traditional lyric tonality, and a more 
cutting attack (or scrillo) than that of 
a dramatic soprano. 

1 5. Leontyne Price: black American 
spinto soprano best known for her 
interpretation of Verdi's Aida. 

16. The Abduction From The Seraglio, 

1 782, an opera by Wolfgang Amadeus 
Mozart. 

17. Bel Canto: late 17th Century vocal 
technique allowing for great flexibility 
and agility. "The core of my technique 
is bel canto," says Galas. "I can sing for 
hours at a time and never ever damage 
my voice." 

18. Maria Callas: celebrated Greek- 
American dramatic soprano, also 
extremely accomplished in bel canto. 

19. Renee Fleming:American lyric 
soprano lauded for her interpretations 
of the lieder of Schubert and Strauss. 

2 . Vier Letzte Lieder ( Four Last 
Songs): the final work of Richard 
Strauss, composed in 1 948 for soprano 
and orchestra, in the last years of 
Strauss' life. He died before the work 
was performed. 
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half-pipe dreams 

Words: Jessica Hopper ^^^ ^^^ 



No Age portraits: Piper Ferguson 

Los Angeles/live photography: Cali DeWitt 



Bear pit witness to Los Angeles' No Age # fun-loving fuzz-punks surfing waves of lo-f idelity # 
inspiring the youth multitude from home base The Smell # and writing songs for a new California 



It's the tyranny of fandom. It doesn't matter 
what kinda what a band make: their legacy is 
dictated by what the fans believed. It doesn't 
matter what the songs were really about. It's 
what we thought you were saying. 

Everyone who has ever had the hoots to 
form a band has had, at least for a hot five 
or eight minutes, believed their band might 
change the lives on the other side of the mic 
stand. Even if you are doing it all for the love 
of the game, or the pussy, the money, or 
anarcho-crust cred, you have the solid hope 
that your music will touch and transform the 
lives of others in a real way. That wish seems 
genuinely naive, because it's such a pure idea, 
such a seemingly impossible ideal to hold to 
in the face of the 2008 dirty-dirty, when even 
if you love music with your wholesoul, heart 
and crotch, you know better. 

And now, the surprise of surprises, comes 
a reason to believe: No Age's debut album, 
Nouns. Fanning the flames, begging you to 
think again, feel again, be alive, resist cynicism, 
get down with the cause. 

No Age don't beg so much as inspire fans, 
presenting a grander concept of the possible. 
Bubbling up from beneath decades of Los 
Angeles glamour scum and pretty vacancy, 
this drums/guitar duo is a hope spring, fusing 
disparate and varied Californian musical 
tradition hence: fuck-you love vibes. No 
Age are pied pipers leading the way out 
of the eternal neon nights of 'punk-disco' 
evangelising with sun-baked fuzz blasts 
and Positive Mental Attitude. They love 



us enough to show us the way out, and now we 
bear pit witness. 

Randy Randall and Dean Spunt are No Age. 
They are young and filled with conviction. No 
sloganeering perse, they're a bit more casual 
than that, they just call it like they see and they 
believe, rightly, in the power of youth. Back 
when they were both barely out of high school, 
they formed the pretty-OK trio Wives, and 
infiltrated the dominant independent scene in 
LA at the time, which, skewed noisy, older and 
apathetic, was based out of a tiny venue called 
The Smell. But as always, the kids will have their 
say. "We wanted to start a scene, but Jabberjaw 
and the other all-ages clubs shut down when 
we started," explains Dean. "The Smell was 
downtown, but it wasn't young bands -the 
main scene was older. Bands like Godzik Pink, 
WIN Records bands, off-the-wall noise stuff. I 
grew up listening to punk, I liked it but it wasn't 
my scene. I was 1 9. We didn't have a place so to 
put out frustration and weirdness. I wanted to 
be a Smell band, but do our own thing." 

With Wives, their own thing was pretty 
typical punking: throwing shit around during 
chaotic, destructive live sets, playing punk 
music and booking bands of younger kids to 
open. But in the context of Los Angeles as it 
had existed then, in a decade-long stretch of 
decline (or recline), when its last notable youth 
movement was Sunset Strip hair metal, Randy 
and Dean were sewing the seeds of a tender 
and earnest revolution, bringing that electric 
basement feel to the over-ground, and 
everyone was invited. 



"The Mika Miko girls were then in a crust 
band called Dead Banana Ladies," says Dean. 
"We played a house show with them and 
got them to start playing the Smell, too. We 
wanted something that revolved around 
youthfulness. We didn't have a place to call 
home, until The Smell now. We were young 
and idealistic, just trying to make it cool for us." 
He laughs, "I'm sure it was annoying." Wives 
ended when Dean and Randy realised they 
were making records thatthey didn't actually 
wantto listen to. By then, The Smell was lilting 
towards a bona fide rebirth, holding it down 
for the kids and the curious from Long Beach 
to Claremont. No Age was simply a vehicle for 
Randy and Dean to stay involved in what was 
going on, be part of what was inspiring them. 

Randy explains: "Having access to a 
community like The Smell has a been a huge 
influence on what I have thought I could do 
musically. I am consistently inspired by the 
new bands or artists I see there. What inspires 
me the most is the honest expression and 
disregard for the status quo that many bands 
I've seen play at The Smell have. It's such a small 
community that you can see a band or an artist 
grow and achieve." 

The world of The Smell was a kind of dream 
come true for Dean as well, its inclusivenessand 
open arms a whole paradigm shift from the 
punk communities he grew up in. "I grew up in 
the suburbs, so my world was pretty different. 
I would venture outto Hollywood and all the 
way up to Santa Barbara to go see shows, and 
that was far as fuck. When I was 1 6, there were 
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No Age at The Smell, Los Angeles, 
l-r Randy Randall, Dean Spunt 




not really any places to go and see weird bands, 
and so I'd see anything. I didn't feel very connected 
to anything. There wasn't much to connect to, it 
seemed. I didn't have any friends who were into the 
same thing I was getting into. In the suburbs you 
grow apart from the kids you grew up with, but you 
still hang out with them because you've been 
friends your whole life. Five years ago, LA was very 
DIY still - it was not all that inclusive, so what we've 
always been about is bringing people in and trying 
to communicate and talk about community and 
ideas. I never felt like anyone wanted me asking 
questions. I think that's why we wanted to be 
honest and open and not try to be cool. " 

Despite not trying to be cool, No Age are. 
Because they believe in switching it up, doing things 
with a community and fun and idealism anchoring 



world around me. I am given the chance to meet 
a vast amount of people who all have their own 
ideas about music and art and they bring them 
together to collectively celebrate or share at shows. 
Whether its how they dress or what their band 
sounds like, or what their art is, I have a chance 
as a member of a band to participate in their 
experience of art, " says Randy. " Jarret from Young 
People told me before I went on my first tour to read 
Get In The Van, the Henry Rollins tour diaries, and 
while I think that was great advice, it quickly became 
apparent that the world that Henry was writing 
about was very much one of his own making, like 
he wanted to be miserable and hate the world - 
so that's how he lashed out at the world, through 
making the tours, and Denny's Coffee, and Kira 
seem miserable. I think Dean's and my view on 



"I never felt like anyone wanted me 
asking questions. That's why we 
wanted to be honest and open" -Dean 



their hearts, liking them feels like you are more than 
just a subscriber. This month the band are playing 
three free shows at non-venues around LA: despite 
the fact that they could be playing sold out shows at 
clubs and charging $20 a head, they will be inspiring 
pits at the Ukrainian Cultural Center and a bowling 
alley. They recently played an impromptu set in the 
LA river, blazing through four songs to the hundred 
kids gathered along the concrete basin. When 
the cops showed, eager to ticket or jail whomever 
responsible, the entire audience played dumb, 
squirreling equipment away and insisting to the 
po-po they had no idea who just played. 

Dean explains that No Age's now is informed 
heavily by their kid experiences. "We'd see guys 
playing, up on stage acting like they didn't even 
want to be there, when we were kids who drove 
all the way to see you. We want to be here, this is 
the best thing in our lives, to take the audience - 
everything, the idea of playing music -for granted, 
that people are going to go see you play and you're 
going to blow them off? That attitude shows 
through, with no emotion in the songs." 

" My idea of being in a band - it is a lot less to 
do with how I think of myself and more to do with 
how I have the opportunity to interact with the 



touring and being in a band is much different, in 
that we experience the best parts of whatever 
community we are part of, all around the country. " 

No Age are a band of all levels. They are no 
longer the chanson de la rue of punk LA - they're 
tagged as the dawning of the big new something. 
Less next-big-thing, more a trigger for everyone 
else to consider how to make their town right on 
and righteous, sharing-is-caring, a renewal of the 
spirit. Plus, natch, their records are fucking rad. 

Their last one, 2007's Weirdo Rippers, was 
a multi-EP compilation on Fatcat-notsomuch 
a proper record perse, just a hot document of 
progress, with some songs better than others. The 
follow-up, their first album drop Nouns, is out on 
Sub Pop this month. The band was subject to a hot 
and heavy courtship from every American indie label 
worth a shit and a couple that aren't. It make sense 
because No Age are a once-an-era band; equal parts 
drone and New Zealand sweet lo-f i scuzz, carrying 
on the LA punk torch like 'Sex Beat' was just 
yesterday, all of hardcore's speed and indignation 
with none of its macho, homo-hating bullshit. 
They've synthesised and distilled the last 3 1 years of 
American bad-kid sound, alienation and love into 
heartbeat blast-beats. 
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Abe Vigoda 

paradise island 

Words: Petra Davis 

Crossbreeding no wave with 
Calypso and highlife, Abe Vigoda 
are the latest Smell band bringing 
sunshine to the world 

This is the moment that turned me into a 35-year-old 
California cheerleader: I was listening to Art For 
Spastics on community radio station KDVS, and heard 
the highlife guitar intro that heralds their glorious 
romp, 'Animal Ghosts', a showboat of a song with 
firework drums that burst over my head and an outro 
like an ark sailing into a rainbow sunset. "I like my life! 
I like my life! I like my life! I like my life! " yells M ichael, 
from the poop deck. I like your life too, Abe Vigoda! 

Bounding out from (apparently) 'Naughtyville', 
California, Michael Vidal (guitar/vox), Juan (guitar/vox), 
David (bass) and Reggie (drums) graduated The Smell's 
Class of 2007 summa cum laude, carrying off an LA record 
cover as a bouquet. Formed in 2004, the furious, dissonant 
stabs of their early songs - as captured on their debut, 
Sky Route/Star Roof- have gradually ceded ground to 
new, more celebratory forms; though there is no loss of 
pace, each individual strand of influence has found the 
space to make itself felt. Combining soca, dub, gamelan, 
new wave and highlife, their later sound is both brighter 
and more complex than the stately, violent art-rock of 
Health, the femme-punk Hughes-isms of Mika Miko, or 
the guttural glaze of No Age, and they are as lyrically 
imaginative as they are sonically referential. 

But don't let me persuade you. Go, now; search them 
out on YouTube, pick up one of their dozen-or-so singles 
on Not Not Fun, OlFactory or Post Present Medium, or find 
their 2007 album, Kid City. Itsjoyful takeonTropi-Cali 
skronk is unassuming, engaging, cute as a button, 
tough as year-old watermelon gum. It's synaesthetics 
for the colourblind, a blistering acacia blossom across 
the lips. It's Sesame Street punk. 

www.myspace.com/abevigoda 

pony thrash 

Words: Jessica Hopper 

Righteous Smell grrrl-punks Mika 
Miko do youth movements like 
Baden-Powell 

What's it like being in your band? 

" It's like being in a chatty book club, but we don't 
read books together. It's mostly a pleasant experience. 
It's like being in a girl scout troupe, sort of." 

What's it like being in a band in LA right now? 

"I feel like I don't have much to do with social things, 
but I think it's great. A lot of activity. It feels awesome and 
there is a lot of possibilities and I feel like there is a lot of 
creative energy everyone coming out of everyone I know 
and associate with. Great time to be alive, really." 
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What do you think when you're singing? 

" I am thinking about the next song. Or my pet horse 
Sharon, who I want to teach to smoke. You put chew in 
its lip, so that it gets addicted, so then you start handing it 
cigarettes. I mean, I think that's probably how you'd do it." 

Do you already have Sharon? 

"No, but I will. It's part of a plan." 

What's your favorite to song to sing? 

" It's a new one, with no title. It sounds like a classic 
rock song - there's this chorus where me and Jennifer 
nant something together, and I sound like I really mean 
it. When we made it, I was just making sounds, so it's 
not really about anything yet." 

How did you learn to play the saxophone? 

" I took lessons for a few months in fifth grade, 
from a guy named Mr Horn - his real name. After that 
I taught myself, but not for a while." 

How long have you been into punk rock? 

" Probably nine years now. Seemed like the thing 
to get into if you didn't have friends and could be a 
little snotty about it.There was a lot to uncover and not 
a lot of readily available information. I think I liked the 
research that was involved." 

(JennaThornhill) 

www.myspace.com/mikamiko 

totally sick 

Words: Noel Gardner 

Garish T-shirts, clanging hardcore, 
tribal chants: that's your recipe 
for Health 

Health have a bit on their website where they sell their 
T-shirts, called 'Health Fashion'. These things are very 
garish and say 'YOU WILL LOVE EACH OTHER' and 
could reasonably be described as nu-rave-friendly. 
If you're someone who enjoys checking out bands that 
you suspect are going to afford you the opportunity to 
get annoyed, then this could be meat and drink to you. 
Two things that stave off the spectre of fashion couture 
skullfuckers: firstly, they're sold at a price you'd be 
lucky to get an equivalent for in Primark and secondly, 
Health and their bros aren't biting anyone's trend. 

You will fail in any attempt to pin the quartet's 
sound down to a time or place, yet Health are 
purposefully not a band who travel without either 
peers or precedents. There's their other Smell squeezes, 
of course; influences and references are spread widely, 
but either of the first two albums by Brooklyn post- 
hardcore wizards of dangularity Ex Models sound like 
a Year Zero for Health. A chord pounds its way through 
your front door. In the background, a young American 
gamely imagines he's in some sort of African chanting 
circle, right now. Drums are the de facto lead 
instrument for a goodly portion of their debut f ul I- 
length, Health (they have a stack of other releases, 
notably a split seven-inch with Crystal Castles). 

An old hippy would deem this too punk and an old 
punk would deem it too hippy. Obviously, it's neither. 

www.myspace.com/healthmusic 
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"We are doing exactly what we want to do, " 
says Dean. "We've turned down money and all 
sorts of weird things, in part to show that in the big 
scheme of things, you can play the music you want 
to play and stick to your guns through all levels. " 

Both are surprised that their good intentions 
caught on like they have. "After you make 
something you doubt it, read too much into it, 
and you start seeing all the bad things," says Dean. 
"When we made all those EPs, I didn't even really 
want to put it out. Shit, Idunno. I'm surprised - 
but I do think our songs are good. It's amazing that 
people get what we're saying, get the music. We 
could have just been a band to be popular, make 
some shitty disco rock songs - but it gives you faith 
that people want things that are real." 

Modesty and hope-spew aside, there is no 



Club-gets-happy verse (this ahistoric weave is 
a recurring theme). " Me and Randy made a big 
decision to play exactly how we want to play, " says 
Dean. "When we write all these parts, we only go 
with the perfect parts. Most rock songs have verse- 
chorus-verse-bridge et cetera, but why would you 
have a part that's just so-so just to fit the structure? 
If you have two good parts, then just have those two 
good parts! That's kind of like our whole existence, 
it's just about being fun and creative." 

Dean and Randy are fatefully paired. Nouns is 
obviously all chemistry -spontaneity, hewn with an 
easy oneness. You can't hear any interdependence 
here, but you can hear unity; a tenacious connection. 
"Randy is the only person I think I can be in a band 
with," says Dean. "I'm not very musical. I wasn't 
very good at guitar or drums. I'm better at drums 



'Having access to The Smell has 
a been a huge influence on what 
I thought I could do musically'-Randy 



reason that anyone should be surprised that folks/ 
heads/kiddos are moved by the mass that shows up 
on Nouns. The record is lo-fidelity, with occasional 
slides in barely-any-fidelity at all, but it's more like, 
That's how it happens when you record in your 
house', rather than super-purposed aesthetic 
choice. It's how No Age is -too loud - but it's just to 
show you how much they care. It's loud and charred 
and fast because what else kind of music can you 
listen to when you are skating the vert ramp in your 
friend's yard? What else are you supposed to find 
reprieve in when there's a war on, Pitchfork raided 
your scene and the rest of your American-gen is 
guided by the somnolent sounds of John Mayer? 

It's easy to see why No Age are a point of prestige 
within Los Angeles. "I was thinking taking the 
glamour out of playing music was something 
I was going to have to do if I ever even imagined 
I was going to play music," says Randy. And what 
could be more un-LA than some band that makes 
their own rules? With only two songs longer than 
three minutes, NoAgeareouttode-gentrifythe 
underground. If a song has nowhere good to go, 
it doesn't: take Teen Creeps', a proud 'up with 
people' cum alienation ditty that really only has 
two parts, equilibrium-less 4AD swirl and a Gun 



now, but I don't write songs. I talk in concept and 
ideas, musically, and Randy can make those musical 
ideas. Our writing process is funny. I somehow make 
sense to Randy. I will tell him something like 'I want 
it to sound like waves, not like dark, but Seventies, 
and early Nineties. . . " The feeling is mutual, says 
Randy. "I'll tell you, the first time I played with Dean, 
it was really funny and inspiring. Dean is somebody 
who can write a song with his face. I can tell where 
the song is working and not working by looking 
over at him and seeing how badly the drumming 
chair appears to be hurting his ass. " 

When asked about the band's professional 
aspirations, with Nouns about to slay the micro- 
masses, the whole cool world proverbially camped 
on the doorstep of their East Side punk house, Dean 
explains, "We could take cookie cutter options. 
I spend a lot of time on the phone and having to 
switch things up for us. We don't want to do things 
the way bands always do them, go with whatever 
the typical plan is. I think we're annoying people 
sometimes because how we do things -like, 
insisting a tour be all all-ages, in different kinds of 
venues. . . " He pauses and then laughs, conceding 
with an air of self-effacement: "We're challenging 
authority, man." 
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MIDFIELD GENERAL 

GENERAL DISARRAY 

Midfield General is back with a new album... featuring contributions from 

Noel Fielding from Mighty Boosh, Xavier from Justice, Vila Bumblebeez, 

and Soulwax. The album manages brilliantly to capture moments of leftfield 

pop, nu rave, hip hop, house and techno. Includes the single "Disco Sirens". 

Limited 2 CD edition featuring bonus rare & unreleased tracks CD 

and 'Midfielding" video with Noel Fielding. 




ELLE MILAIMO 

ACRES OF DEAD SRACE CADETS 

Packed with huge choruses and unforgettable melodies, 

'Acres Of Dead Space Cadets' ought one day to be considered one of those 

classic British debut albums that smashed into the rainspattered windows 

of our complacent homes and changed the face of music 

"Elle Milano are out there on their own, demanding to be taken 

seriously, and have produced an album to reckon with" 

ARTROCKER 




THE WAVE PICTURES 

INSTANT COFFEE BABY 

"The Wave Pictures are currently conjuring some of the most 

gleeful, magnificent pop in town. " 

GUARDIAN 

"The Wave Pictures are very much good indie. . . . 

The Wave Pictures could be one of the best bands of 2008" 

WORD 
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MIT 

CODA 

German teenagers of MIT have created ten tracks of minimal electronic 

punk - taking in urgent rhythm, aggressive tribal drums and mesmerizing 

synthscapes. Catch them on tour with Hadouken. 

"Coda is one of the most innovative and exciting things 

I have had the good fortune to own in a long period of time" 

ARTROCKER 



Available at: action - pneston, avalanche - edinbungh & glasgow, banquet - kingston, crash - leeds, 
jumbo - leeds, monorail - glasgow, normans - leeds, one up - abendeen, phonica - london, piccadilly 
- manchesten, probe - livenpool, pure grove - london, resident - brighton, rough trade - london, 
rounder- brighton, selectadisc-nottingham, sister ray -london, soundhouse-deal, spil lens -card iff 
and online at www.necondstone.co.uk 
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perpetual revolution machine 

Words: JR Nelson 
Photography: Shawn Brackbill 

Boredoms 

Congress Theater, Chicago 

Remember 1993? You (I) were (was) still a 
punk and Boredoms sounded like broken 
video games and The Damned at warp drive, 
all startling, mashed screech. I couldn't get 
enough of their wired, gnarled chopped-and- 
glued gibberish, beautiful blistering rage of a 
new century to come. Always for maximum 
effect. And I never saw them live! Had some 
chances, but fate always intervened, for years. 
I waited for my chance to immerse with the 
concert oversoul via Boredoms.Waited until 
they were in the round in the middle of a 
ballroom and I could see and hearthem from 
all angles. And it's a funny thing to see your 
favorite band for the first time. EYE brings out 
noise-making night-light globes, and swings 
them wildly around his head, making a 
thunderstorm of booming amp chortle, 
bellowing all the while like Lear into the 
storm. I'm screaming with joy within seconds. 



The three drummers- Yoshimi, Senju, 
Yojino - lay down polyrhythmic patterns 
like an endless earthquake, dipping and 
diving. EYE alternately screams and conducts, 
manipulating a table of electronics, or 
banging on the Sevena, a seven-necked guitar 
that stands at the back like an altar to Holy 
Mother sound. He bashes its necks with metre- 
length sticks and mallets, and sub-harmonic 
walls of sound wail and thrum like stricken 
church organs. Fortwo hours they lavish on 
their muse, and she gives her love to us. 

Circles are where it's at 

I don't know about you, but I instinctively 
like people whothinkand talk in circles. My 
mom's dogs run circles around me as I walk in 
the woods, and I like them better than most 
people. Thinking outsidethe box is nice. Fuck 
that cardboard square and get real gone out 
of it! Don't thinkabout the invisible box of 
your daily grind or the crappy smell of stale 
beer on the floor, or your era's crushing 
dependence on nostalgia! Say goodbye to 
Uncle Sam! Say goodbye to pasta in a can! 



Reader, Boredoms are going to set you 
free, POSTAGE PAID! I posit that Boredoms 
are empyreal musical proof of a serious new/ 
old paradigm locked inyourDNAsinceour 
lizard forebears in eons past roamed Atlantis 
and tended the flooding Euphrates: a box is 
never a circle, and circles are where it's at. 
Hop in one, inhabit it fully, and the universe 
explodes at the speed of light-forever! 

Boredoms EXIST SOLELY to facilitate this 
constant soul explosion by building a 
revolving, evolving energy circle of droning 
sound catapults for you and your mind! And 
when they do this in concert, in person, it is 
the best feeling possible in life's whole topsy- 
turvy stable of feelings. Better than wearing 
crushed eyeliner! Betterthan starting a band 
that sounds like side three of Fleetwood Mac's 
Tusk\ I'm going to leave you with a quote from 
EYE from an old Goblin magazine interview, 
so you can see the circle in full revolution: 
"The Boredoms are like a moon on a lake. 
Only there is no moon and no lake. Only 
Boredoms." And you yourself, I might add, if 
you take him for his word and join the circle. 

Our circle. 



Jemima Pearl s an awesome frontwoman. 



sexy, but not trading on it, enticingly 
genderless. She flails like an exhausted 
puppet at the end of its dance, bratty back 
to the crowd, oblivious to their presence. 
But her band, this show, lack intensity. 
It's almost like they're playing at 'doing 
rawk', a post- Guitar Hero group of front 
room posers. It's punky, garage chaos so 
tightly wound and realised that it ends up 
seeming rehearsed. Really bad sound 
negates the tension-release element of 
their best songs. 'Adventure' is reduced to a 
sub-Gossip stompalong, shorn of its sheen. 



'Becky' might have enough lyrical clangers 
to keep Interpol in B-sides for a decade, but 
it works on record as a super-affected 
hyper-pastiche of girl groups. Sung har- 
assed and out of tune it doesn't wash. 

'Heart Throb' is textbook. Presumably, 
if you're down the front, it's frantic and 
brilliant. From a distance, it's muddled. 
I'm too far back, and possibly too old. 
Thorn Gibbs 

Forest Creature 

The Cooler, Bristol 

They begin, without a word. I'm sick, 
suffering, in this strange city for the first 
time, thinking ahead to a night without 
end. From Sheffield to either side of a tiny 



table stacked with equipment, only harsh 
blue light illuminating harsher sound. 

They make stupefied rocking motions, 
like chained bears. They conjure a shifting 
storm of toxic buzz, swaying and growing. 
One of them shoots pulses of overdriven 
synth through the mix, looping, distorting, 
setting off samples; the other screams 
through a Fisher-Price karaoke deck, but 
it makes no difference. Syllables are 
melted, swelling the noxious cloud that 
starts to spins between the two of them 
more quickly, noticeably, mutating into 
something like a rhythm. 

Limbs twitch, like nerves stabbed. 
No anger here, just anxiety without any 
recognisable source, Krautrock's alien 



motion refracted through the hollering of 
the damned. I want more. 
Daniel Barrow 

Holy Fuck 

Night & Day, Manche 

As they load their desks with pedals and 
bastardised keyboards all wrapped up in 
octopus wires, Holy Fuck bring something 
to the table that ain't no instrument. 
It's something-or-other used to help 
crush sheet steel into liquid, perhaps; or 
something from NASA, maybe. See it? With 
the four giant knuckles that the dude keeps 
feeding with weathered orange tape (to 
initiate noises like the screams of people 
who accidental ly fel I in to the smelter) ? 
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non-identical twins 

Words: Euan Andrews and HayleyAvron 

Photography: Simon Fernandez 

The Breeders 

ABC, Glasgow/Leeds Metropolitan University 

"Kim Deal, man! She's somethin', eh? I mind 
seeing her 1 5 year ago, sat on the steps 
outside the gig smokin' a joint and drinkin' 
a can o' Skol! Mind, everyone changes." 

So yells the sweaty Glaswegian guy into 
my more reserved Edinburgh face. There is a 
lot of love here tonight, for Kim and sister 
Kelley, like awaiting a meeting with favourite 
cousins. But is it reciprocated? Only the second 
number in, and Kim sways back and forth, 
singing from 'Bang On' with the sweetest of 
tri I Is: "I love no one and no one loves me " . 
The audience loves it, loves her, are looking 
forward to bouncing along to 'Cannonball' 
(which they get, halfway through). But Kim 
doesn't seem too bothered. She seems distant. 
But we're all so pleased to see her that we 
don't mind her reticence. 

The stage is appropriately adorned with 
flashing light bulbs, the kind which flash 



above your head when you've got a grasp on 
something, then flash away just as swiftly. 
That seems a perfect metaphor for a Breeders 
song, just a fleeting connection. While Mando 
Lopez and Jose Medeles pull rock-out-dude 
shapes, the Deals stand quite still, staring off 
into a faraway middle-distance. We also get a 
fifth member, Cheryl, who is only allowed out 
on stage every now and then, dragging 
keyboards and guitars as she enters. I feel 
sorry for Cheryl; I hope they don't lock her 
away in a trunk on the tour bus every night. 

Just a fleeting 
connection 

First song of the encore, backwoods lullaby 
'Here No More', warms my heart, breaks some 
ice. In the pub over the road, after a very brief 
hour, someone asks if I enjoyed it. I think I did 
I'm not sure. Perhaps it's me, not them. (EA) 

Warmth radiates from the stage tonight: the 
warmth that comes from two sisters: clumsy 
but relaxed; not 1 00 per cent certain what's in 
store, for them or for us. Kim Deal throws her 



head back and squeezes that voice from her 
lungs. Acoustic guitar slung around her neck, 
hurling out the chords to 'Cannonball' and 
swirling her long hair out in an arc behind her, 
it's like watching a historical snapshot 
wrestl ing its way into the present. 

Songs from Mountain Battles put history 
in its place. 'Overglazed' rebounds from the 
walls and ceiling, the bold cry of "lean feel it" 
forced through Kim Deal's teeth. But it's easy, 
satisfying, to feast on nostalgia and gorge 
ourselves on the chemistry of the Deal sisters. 

"Hold the microphone like a country 
singer!" 

"What am I, a fucking monkey? What are 
you gonna do for me?" 

Note perfect, they encore with 'Here No 
More,' grinning, precocious and cute. 

Happiness is a warm gun. Happiness is 
voices that stay young in grown up bodies. 
Happiness is watching The Breeders on a dark 
stage, swathed in sitting room-yellow light, 
oversized bulbs illuminating the corners. 
Watching the Breeders playing. Playing and 
fucking up and laughing about it. Happiness 
is infectious. (HA) 



It erupts with the desperate squeals 
of living things cornered by a three- 
dimensional attack of two kits (one 
raw'n'real, the other from dials) and a bass 
whose deceitful melodies barely conceal 
their carnivorous intent. Fundamental 
hypno-rhythms for your guts and beautiful 
gore pour across the blitzed syllables of 
'Royal Gregory'; then come the processed 
strings of 'Lovely Allen' as rockets burst 
skywards in universal colour. 
Lauren Strain 

Kap Bambino 

Delete Yourself @ Macbeth, London 

Shamefully, we realise this is our first gig of 
2008. We don't know how this has 



happened - a combination of being too 
busy and not really feeling compelled to 
go out to see bands, that dreaded feeling 
that there is nothing new to be seen. 
But patience pays off and it turns out we 
couldn't have chosen a better band to 
properly start the year with. 

We have been excited by Kap Bambino 
for a while now, and their music sounds 
pretty raw and live on record anyway -the 
best kind of electronic noise, with all the 
scum left in. The real deal does not 
disappoint: for a long time we can't see 
anything, just feel some stiletto spikes 
skewering our feet as a roomful of heaving 
flesh bounces up and down in unison. Ther 
even/one's heads turn. It takes us a few 



seconds to realise that Cam is now on the 
bar, but by the time we follow the collective 
gaze to her new location she is back on the 
amp stack. If this is what we've been 
missing out on, we seriously need to make 
more of an effort. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Kling Klang 

Clwb Ifor Bach, __ 

Someone describes Kling Klang to me as 
a "perennial support band". He's not here, 
though. There are probably generous 
clumps of people somewhere that go and 
see bands on the basis that they are signed 
to Mogwai's Rock Action label, but they 
don't come round here much. Which would 



be fine, except Kling Klang warrant a 
greater love. 

It's true that the Liverpudlian quartet 
never better (or out-heavy) the opening 
'Superposition', which ramraids a blissful 
Krautrock sustainathon with a slow, bovine 
winner of a doom riff. Not many bands 
would. It's also the case that they care little 
for hosting a Show, dressing dowdy and 
acting uncommunicative and letting 
the vintage synth buzz do most of the 
talking. This could explain why Finnish 
Krautmetallers Circle get a buttload more 
plaudits for doing much the same thing. If 
more people had stepped out for this in the 
first place, it might redress some balance. 
Noel Gardner 
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night ascent 

Words: Chris Houghton 

The Field 

Allez-Allez @ Amersham Arms, London 

It's Saturday night. I've spent hours moving 
boxes. As a special treat, I'm miles from my 
home and new makeshift bed. No one wants 
come out and play. It's understandable. New 
Cross is one of those places you forget exists 
when you live north of the river, an 
unashamed student village that embraces that 
fact so much it sadly sometimes resembles 
Brighton. 

Allez-Allez is the brainchild of didn't-you- 
do-well blogjays Sam Willis and Steve Nolan, 
a duo with a list of infinitely interesting dance- 
not-dance records as wide as their contact 
books (they count Nathan Fake, Michael 
Mayer, Gui Boratto and Optimo as previous 
bookings). The places and people are strange 
bedf el lows, but somehow it works: beyond 
the loutishness and camp stage-dancing, there 
are people genuinely thrilled to be dancing to 
unfamiliar music. Most of them have clearly 
never heard of The Field. 



The Field is Axel Willner, imposingly 
bearded but otherwise fairly inauspicious 
behind his laptop. He has one of those 
pleasing Swedish smirks, but then tonight he's 
managed to get out of Stockholm ,so it's 
understandable. He plays his Annie remixthat 
fuses early Kid 606-style cut-and- paste vocal 
snippets with its silvery pop chorus that makes 
people dance in a confused way. 

He's big on the internet (and has crossed 
overto indie circles) because he's made an 

Beyond the 
pleasure principle 

artist album that - rarely for techno - works as 
well as an hour's immersion as its individual 
tracks do alone. The Field plies music that's 
somewhat beyond the pleasure principle: so 
often wrongly described as minimal, it's lush 
and pure techno from a cold climate that's 
equallydeliciouslyeuphoricandalsoa little 
like big hammers repeatedly smashing away 
at incredibly soft cushions, forever. 
(Digression: the second Google result for 'big 
hammers' produces a hilarious question on a 



clubbing forum.) It's that compulsion to 
repeat that drags you back so often: the 
childlike joy in finding a sound that works and 
looping it like an eternal sunset; tics and traces 
of Todd Edwards-eque microsamples rushing 
from nowhere to eternity. 

His album-as-calling card From Here We Go 
To Sublime works on so many levels beyond its 
evocative title that it's pretty surprising that 
only three tracks from it come out to play 
tonight. The atmospheric and understated 
'The Little Heart Beats So Fast' jiggles gleeful 
acid squiggles against ratatat synths that 
flicker against your synapses like dancing 
flashlights against damaged, dilated retinas. 
'Everday' is immersive and glorious 
progressive techno, while the bounding 'Over 
The Ice' isthesonic equivalent of a particularly 
strenuous bout of activity with the kettle bells 
(in a good way). 

The last thing The Field plays that I 
recognise is 'Istedgade', a therapeutic glow of 
tinnitus-insistent noise that's every bit as pop 
as it is techno, and as lurid as the town it takes 
its name from. Four night buses home and it's 
still ringing in my ears, joyful and triumphant. 



It's comforting to see Low play in a 
church, and not just because of all the 
obvious reasons (they are Mormons, and 
this is a church; they make indie music that 
people get all devotional about, and this is 
a temple of devotion). Churches are 
beautiful, because they are spaces made 
by people to make themselves, their words, 
and their thoughts seem huger, more 
resonant, less ordinary. Churches are cold 
and hard and chasmic; the heavy void that 
floods them is the absence of God creating 
an anechoic chamber for the thoughts of a 



Tonight, Low played the church like 
a weapon. 
David McNamee 

North Sea Radio Orchestra 

Friends' Meeting House, Br 

There's something of a skewed, village nail 
vibe to this venue that's very much in 
keeping with the liminal zone inhabited by 
these eccentric members of the extended 
Cardiacs family. Lesser minds could so 
easily tip these same ingredients and 
influences (strings, Britten, woodwind, the 
Incredible String Band) into some 
irretrievable tweefest, but conductor/ 
composer Craig Fortnum corrals the 
classically-trained talents of his chamber 



ensemble as uniquely as he wears his own, 
and Sharron Fortnum's vocals would be 
beautiful enough without the context of 
these dreamy, oddball, arrangements. 
A highlight arrives with a plaintive reading 
of Yeats' 'He Gives His Beloved Certain 
Rhymes'; a distillation of all these lovingly- 
nurtured references into something 
crystalline, atmospheric and unique. 
James Papademetrie 

Sylvester Anf ang/Burial 

Whitechapel Art Gallery 

When Mr Hex is hanging oui in me urignuy 
lit merch area of this pristine Space, all 
baseball cap and baggy jeans, it's hard to 
reconcile his image to the hypnotic static 



and symphonic noise off his recent 
Initiations. But all it takes is a bit of Kvltish 
Stage Kraft and I'm convinced.He lifts the 
lid on a battered leather suitcase and 
instead of being full of Egyptian locusts, 
it's just circuitry that flickers into existence, 
which he adjusts with a screwdriver. The 
gallery's limiter means he has to play at a 
relativplv suhtlp vnlump which nrlrllv suits 



away. Hex is tnen joined by handers-based 
alt rock group Sylvester Anfang who sound 
exactly like all the good bits out of a Doors 
record stuck together after sacking the fat 
idiot and ditching the crappy melodies. 
John Doran 
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tF'T'MlE SIXTH ANNUAL 

GREEN MA 
FESTIVAL 




J'J 



PENTANGLE SUPER FURRY ANIMALS . RICHARD THOMPSON IRON AND WINE 

BLACK MOUNTAIN DRIVE BY TRUCKERS THE NATIONAL NINA NASTA5IA 
KINO CREOSOTE LOS CAMPESINOSi DEATH FUCK BUTTONS LAURA MARLING CARIBOU 

HOWLIN GAIN ALELA DJANE PAM1EN IURADO MAOIK MARKERS JENNIFER GENTLE 

THE ACCIDENTAL LITTLE WINGS JAMES YORKSTON OX.EAGLE.LION.MAN PETE MOUNARI 

NIC DAWSON KELLY PETE GREENWOOD DUKE GARWOOD CYMBiENT BETH JEANS HOUGHTON 

THE OWL SERVICE PRINCE RAMA OF AYODHYA BOWERBIRD5 BRIGYN AGNOSTIC MOUNTAIN 

GOSPEL CHOIR SIMONE WHITE THE CAVE SINGERS DEVON 5PROULE SCHOOL OF LANGUAGE 

RADIO LUXEMBOURG THE MOON MUSIC ORCHESTRA ONE MORE GRAIN CATH I PHIL TYLER 

WOLF PEOPLE MUGSTAR THREATMANTICS DRIFT COLLECTIVE THE YELLOW MOON BAND 

BARBAROSSA THE DULCIMER CLUB PRESENTS. BADLY DRAWN BOY HEATHER JONES 

JOHN STAMMERS DOMINO PRESENTS... LIGHTSPEED CHAMPION WILD BEASTS 

EUGENE MCGUINNE55 

RUMPUS ROOM FEAT, RICHARD NORRI5 BEYOND THE WIZARDS SLEEVE ANDY VOTEL 4 B MUSIC 
HEAVENLY JUKEBOX SEAN ROWLEY PLUS MORE TBC... 

CINEMA GREEN FIELD COMEDY CHILDREN'S AREA LITERATURE SCIENCE LATE BARS 
OPEN MIC SESSIONS . FOLK EXCHANGE CAMPFIRE5 h MUCH MORE.„ 

WWW.TriE0REENMANFESTIVALCO.UK / T1CKETLINE UK 08700 667799 





3 DAY MUSIC FESTIVAL WITH CAMPING 
1 1, 12, 13 JULY 2008 @ MERTON FARM, CANTERBURY 





L>gbHf»eed 




BMC 



MIDFIELD 
GENERAL 



FINDLAY BROWN 



DJ JON 
CARTER 



Hfi$ 



Bonobo 



Wild Billy Childish & 

The Musicians Of The British Empire 



Kevin Rowland (Dexys) DJ Set 4- Kitty, Daisy & Lewis it The Shortwave Set if Cadence Weapon 

Terry Hall (Specials) DJ Set if The Mike Strutter Group ^ Los Campesinos! it Those Dancing Days 

Pete Molinari it Dub Pistols Soundsy stem ^ Polar Bear* Pest # Cats In Paris 

Underground Heroes ♦ Sargasso Trio 1 ^ Bookhouse Boys 4 Filthy Dukes DJs if Cagedbaby 

Johnny Foreigner * Todd la T & MC Serosee # Magistrates it Esser # Onlookers 

Diagonal Woll People 4- 6 Day Riot# Moon Music Orchestra if Aba Shanti I Soundsystem 

Holly Golightly & The Broke Oif sit Post War Years 4 Wave Machines if Sonny J 

& many many more 



• 



WEEEKEND TICKETS - £85 incl CAMPING 
DAY TICKETS - £35 

FAMILYTICKFTS-£180 

**Eartybird Tickets Available til May 7** 



* 



Bigger and bolder than before, Lounge On The Farm is a heavyweight festival 

with a uniquely local twist. Set in the idyllic surrounds of Merton Farm in Canterbury, 

the festival's rustic charms will play host to 160 bands spread across 6 stages, 

from local heroes and cutting edge acts to the renowned heavy hitters. 

The festival is about having fun, good tunes, great local food, 

drinks in the sunshine and above all has something for everyone who appreciates 

a good musical cocktail and a lot of laughs among friends. 

"Lounge On The Farm is a masterstroke" - THE GUARDIAN 



Kent www.loungeonthefarm.co.uk 




I9TH & ZOTH JULY 08 



VICTORIA PARK, E3 



i*t\*i*:UW- 



?. LONDON weekender; 

<$> PUTTING THE HEART C£l SOUL BACK INTO FESTIVALS ® 



MANU CHAO^eiMING UPS 
Cjbtdfr&pp 

JACK PENATE =HUMAN LEAGUE 

RONI SIZE REPRAZENT YOUNG KMIVEQ 
SEUN KUTI & EGYPT 80 FRANKIE KNUCKLES 



LIGHTSPEED CHAMPION IADYUAWKE 

MR HUDSON & THE LIBRARY ALPHABEAT 
LETHAL BIZZLE JOHNNY FOREIGNER EBONY BONES 

DJ mehdi horse meat disco secretsundaze 

PNAU MIDNIGHT JUGGERNAUTS STANTON WARRIORS 

mulletover the glimmers buraka som sistema 

YOUNGBLOOD BRASS BAND THE NEXTMEN 
DAMIAN LAZARUS EASY STAR ALL-STARS 
THE DYNAMICS DENGUE FEVER ALELA DIANE 
SMERINS ANTI-SOCIAL CUJB HAYSEEP DIXIE THINK OF ONE 



LYKKI U NATTY WHITE UBS THE RGBS 
VARIOUS PRODUCTION PADDED CELL CAGE 
DAS POP ERRORS TODDLA T EATS TAPES 



Js/L O 



8 STAGES - 30 ACRES - KIDS* AREAS - FARMERS' MARKET - COCKTAILS - CABARET - CIRQUE 



W 
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Icst-fm/presents ®Ufl£f 4 -6 R^fl ™™-™ X^ 



Pineapple Folk Concerts 




MAN MAN 



w/ Btoodgroup 



Tuesday 13th May ■ Cargo, London 
Wednesday 14th May - Phoenix, Manchester 

Pineapple Folk by arrangement with Asgard present 



with special quests 




1 1 th June - GET LONELY @ Cargo, London 
12th June - The Deaf Institute, Manchester 
1 3th June - Mice & Sleazy 1 *, Glasgow 



Pineapple Folk by arrangement with Belmont pre* 

Damienjurado 

Monday I Sth Augu 
Sacred Trinity Chap 
Manchi 



Tuesday 19th Augu 
Bush Hall, London 




iSlh May - Night& Day, Manchester 
17th May - ABC2, Glasgow 

Iflth May Thekla, Bristol 
19th May - Cargo, London 



,^ A Day At The Races 08 



f 

V^L New Century Hall, Manchester 

jfitP Saturday 2nd August ::2 ST/U&E£:1& BAWD5::1000 PEOPLE:: 

, U#4\ w/ FourTet, Adem, Nina Nastasia, Los Campesinos, 

w / ■ ■ 



CoNin kirratn. Subwban HkJx Mrth fiiblul 
Jertrcr Lewis, f ntfrtcori fl jbirland mwy 



TidirtsinuleinMa) 



Also look out for Manchester shows from* .+ 

The Mae Shi :: Mt Eerie :: Xiu Xiu :: Black Mountain 

Sunset Rubdown ;: Silver Jew$ and more 

ALL TICKETS AT WWW.WK0THCKETS.O0M 

www. pi neappLef oLk. com 



Tin- Head Gardener warmly urkui ik-s yiii i id 

The Secret Garden Party 2008 

Gome The Revolutions 

24th -27th July 2008 

The wildest purik-s, phenomenal an installations... 

The finest Muxir, the most stunning stages. . . 

G round breaking theatre, serene healing fields, .. 

Everybody a participant in the summer's mosi 

beautify J Gardens 

Grace Joifes 

Saint Etienne 

c Special Secret Guests' 

Sons & Daughters - Glasvegas 
Envy & Other Sins - Alphabeat 
Bonde Do Role - Morcheeba 
Florence & The Machine - In lad* Is 

SlinuL Oil! tiOiifU - Thr [ Aide One* - Giagr 'Hir I'.lipli.mi 
CHlirn Ki> L-- ■ \];iiih.-lI Tu "I lir Stji ■ ILILr S'si|][prllr ■ AhPiiirr Hooligan 

Hi 5 Alive - Ej$£it Leg? - B«p Scab - Alexander WoKc - Can Laura 

Thuiuuu TiiiLUilin - Luiruasc - Arictukli Cakxy Tuuj - KjltUjUcj Rjii(llMjxij 
'Thr tV«Hb*Pcii - IWliri - ftnTnifo - Kniiny |Jfty 3™ Fir* - Jny >y Fiim(rr 
I .ram ■ Aiiit>LT.ri£ > Air* Kictrk - Juxla - hr-dau* KfiH - J lir- Whl|i « IjFulntr 
Micirhii ■ .■yKfii<«- - Tlir Slum ■ lutdy TriiL|ilr- Mnrra ■ I'rlrclir AlnrLbod 
DcIiiiuJluvo - £Mniiy WnMili^ I^a 

Action Gamps 

Ac-Liun Up lit t*;uiip, Camp W^is, Girdii Crunch < :.nnp. Hje- 

< :.kiup. ik-itfi ire Camp, II]*: ttnllrr IXsru. XrsE Csnnp, 

Guu&jjifHcy C;iin[>__ ,;ill rjTiileH by yuLi... 

(iNtir'i still time icj secid ii&ywti- kle;u. 

Sight and Spectacles 

Thr Htwl ksicrs... Tlie tirr^l HLirns.t/Jlir ftHTLdes.^ 

"['lie Siiiriilr Sports.. /Die Dahse OIR.*. The (i-niifhhnWs. , 

The Mud WleUiilig_ nil iiLvciUviiisjr ymi 

Tickets exclusively available at 
.secretgardenpart^pom 
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CONVERSE ® STAGE IN ASSOCIATION WITH EAT YOUR OWN EARS: 

Dirty Projectors / Foals / Laura Marling 
Les S&vy Fav / Liitdstrom / Mystery Jets 
Noah & The Whale / Of Montreal / The Field 
Huw Stephens & Rob Da Bank djs 

ADVENTURES IN THE BEETROOT FIELD STAGE: Cut Copy 

Dan Deacon / Filthy Dukes / Magistrates 
Simian Mobile Disco / The Emperor Machine 
The Notwist White Lies / plus djs 
homefires stage: Efterklang / Emma Pollock 
Fionn Regan / Howling Bells / Jeffrey Lewis 
King Creosote duo show / Mechanical Bride 
One Little Plane / Tunng / plus more to be announced 
bugged out stage: Brodinski / Modeselektor live 
Grookers / Disco Bloodbath djs / Matt Walsh 
Hannah Holland / James Holden 
Richie Hawtin with visual show by ali demirel 

BLOGGERS DELIGHT: Casper C & Skull Juice BLOGGER'S DELIGHT 

Cormac, Peter Pixzel & Jacob Husley wet yourself 
Mikki Most & Ian Robinson trailer trash 
Rory Phillips & The Lovely Jonjo durrr 
Matty & Oily white heat / plus more to be announced 

TICKETS FROM TICKETWEB, CO, UK08444 771000 SEETICKETS.COM 0870 264 3333 riCKETLINE CO UK 0871424 4444 LASTMINUTE.COM/SITE/ENTERTAINMENT/MUSIC/FESTIVALS GIGANTIC.COM 

AND IN PERSON FROM, ROUGH TRADE EAST, DRAY WALK, 91 BRICK LANE MTRADE COM LINE UPSUBJECTTO CHANGE AND NO" .N ORDER OF APPEARANCE. SUBJECTTO LICENSE 

FIELDDAYFESTIVALS.COM MYSPACE.COM/FIELDDAYL0ND0N 




(Estrella Damm 
PRIMAVERA 
SOUND'08 



ESTRffLLA DAMM PRIMAVER] 
MAY 29th TO 31st, BARCELONA- 

Portishead, Public Enemy performing It Takes A Nation Of Millions To Hold Us Back, Rufus Wainwright, Cat Power, Tindersticks, Dinosaur Jr., Devo, 
Animal Collective, The Sonics, Sebadoh, Morente Omega con Lagartija Nick, De La Soul, Stephen Malkmus & the" Jicks, The Cribs, Young Marble 
Giants, Mission Of Burma, Throbbing Gristle, Model 500, Shellac, Nick Lowe, Vampire Weekend, Bob Mould Band, Silver Jews, Mary Weiss of .The 
Shangri-Las, Explosions In The Sky, The Go! Team, Simian Mobile Disco, Bill Callahan, Clipse, Deerhunter, Les Savy Fav, El Guincho, Er-ie"s Trip, 
Okkervil River, Buffalo Tom, Polvo, British Sea Power, Darren Hayman & Jack Hayter play Hefner, The Rumble Strips, Menomena, Scout Niblett, 
The Felice Brothers, Six Organs Of Admittance, Shipping News, Caribou, The Notwist, Holly Golightly & The Brokeoffs, Mount Eerie, Why?, Om, 
Midnight Juggernauts, No Age, Pissed Jeans, Dr. Octagon aka Kool Keith + Kutmasta Kurt, A Place To Bury Strangers, Lightspeed Champion, 
Apparat Band, Subterranean Kids, Dirty Projectors, 808 State, Boris, Devastations, My Brightest Diamond, Autolux, Edan & MC Dagha, Voxtrot, 
Holy Fuck, The Clientele, Bishop Allen, Matt Elliott, Enon, MGMT, Ellen Allien, Prinzhorn Dance School, Health, David Thomas Broughton, Robert 
Hood, Tiefschwarz, Fuck Buttons, Mi and L'au, The Swell Season, Atlas Sound, Times New Viking, SJ Esau, Dj Funk, Supermayer, Kinski, The Radio 
Dept, Berlinbattery feat. Shir Khan Dj Supermarkt & Malente, Tachenko, Man Man, Bon Iver, Fanfarlo, Thomas Brinkmann, Grande-Marlaska, The 
Wave Pictures, The Mary Onettes, Voice of the Seven Woods, Its Not Not, Guillamino, Manos De Topo, MV & EE with The Golden Road, Port 
O'Brien, Kelley Stoltz, Scarlets Well, Bestia Ferida, Messer Chups, Alan Braxe, Les Aus, Para One, Dj Assault, Awesome Color, Andy Votel, The 
Strange Death Of Liberal England, Kavinsky, Russian Red, El Hijo, White Williams, Digital Mystikz, Surkin, Tarantula, Madee, The Right Ons Soulin" 
Thunder Revue, DM Stith, Clint, La Estrella De David, Trad Gras och Stenar, Moho, El Chico Con La Espina En El Costado, Dj De Mierda, Vortice, 
Torpedo, Gentle Music Men, Dj Coco, The Marzipan Man, Drowned In Sound Djs, Fasenuova, Le Pianc, Graham, Twin Kranes, Unchained, Extraperlo, 
Juan B, Le Petit Ramon, Ari(wa)tt, April Fools Day, La Orquesta Del Caballo Ganador, The Missing Leech, Abrevadero 



Buy your tickets at: www.prima 

In collaboration with 

ALL TOMORROWS PARTIES 



und.com and J*^S 



'.atDfestival.com 



Organized by 

PRIMAVERA 
SOUND. r\ 


Main sponsor 
(Estrella 


Official sponsor 


Sponsors 


J^erTstof^W 


Collaborat 

<&3 



www.primaverasound.com 
www.myspace.com/primaverasound 
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Midland Railway 
Butter ley, Derbyshire 

Over 50 bands 

Free steam train rides 

Indiepop discos! 




he Wedding Present 

Darren Hay man 

Comet Gain 

Ballboy 

The Wave Pictures 

The Kabeedies 

Milky Wimpshake 

The Bobby McGees 

& many more! 




Weekend tickets £45 
Day tickets £25 

Credit card orders by calling 

01773747674 or online at 

WeGotTickets/Ticketweb 

Camping to be booked separately 

^re information at 
dietracks.co.uk 
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■ FrSMOKTfllM JU&l AMUSKffSIMll 



■ The award-winning and ground-breaking festival returns for a third edition 




Thursday 17th, Friday 18th, Saturday 19th & Sunday 20th July 

HENHflM PARK, SOUTHWOLD, SUNRISE COAST, SUFFOLK 



OBELISK ARENA 



FRANZ 
FERDINAND 

DEATH CAB 
FOR C U T I E 

THE GO! TEAM 




UNCUT ARENA 

THSIU5SI3S«BLIfl 



tindersiicks 



COMEDY ARENA 



Bill Bailey * Ross Noble * Rich Hall * Frankie Boyle * Omid DJalili 

Simon flmstell * Russell Howard * Tim Minchin * Phill Jupitus & Friends Improv * Otis Lee Grenshaw * Robin Ince * Stewart Lee 

Andrew Lawrence * Dave Fulton * Dan Atkinson * Jason Wood * Ben Norris * Simon Evans * Hal Gruttenden * Lugu Porter 

Garey Marx * Stephen Grant * Jon Richardson * Miles Jupp * Russell Kane * Rufus Hound 

THEATRE ARENA 

ROYAL COURT THEATRE * painesPLOUGH * thebushttieatre * nabOkOV * SSSK^S * rogM tmmHcfi 
Fat Tongue * Birds of Britain * Theatre 503 * Dirty Protest * DryWrlte * Slncera Productions * Areola Theatre * Ken Campbell's School 01 Night 



LITERARY ARENA 

lain Banks * Hanif KureisDi * fl L Kennedy * Irvine Welsh 

Mart Thomas * Simon flrmitage * Dave Gorman * JoDn Burnside 

Gautam Malkani * Mike Gayle * Esther Freud * Peter Hook 

flntonla Qulrke * Jon Ronson * Glaudla Hammond * Andrew Glover * John NIven 

Gregory Normlnton * Stuart Maconle * Raffaella Barter * Jon McGregor 

Vox W Roll * WordTlieatre * Marcus Brigstocke's Early Edition 

Robin Ince's Book Glub & School for Gifted Ghlldren 

Feat: Stewart Lee, Jo Neary, Josie Long, Wayne Shepherd, 

Ben Goldacre, Bridget Ghristie, Martin White and Gavin Osborn 

ON THE LAKE 

Sadler% Wells. i 



POETRY ARENA 

Garol Ann Duffy * Adrian Mitchell * John Hegley & Keith Moore * Simon flrmitage 
flttila The Stockbroker * Luke Wright * Joe Dunthorne * John Burnside 

Dallit Nagra * flisle 1 6 * Porky The Poet * Teen flngst 

Aoife Mannix * Niall O'Sullivan * Joel Stickley * John Berkavitch * Rachel Pantechnicon 

Kat Francois * Tim Glare * Ross Sutherland * Ghris Hicks * Byron Vincent 

Elvis McGonagall * Hovis In Wonderland * Poem InBetween People * Dockers MG 

Yanny Mac Domestic Goddess * Tim Wells * Nathan Filer * Hannah Walker 

Andy Graven-Griffiths * John Osborne * Project Adorno * Mik Artistik 

Josh Weller * Tim Turnbull * Paul MacJoyce * Kate Tempest 

DJS IN THE WOODS CABARET 

c§uilty9leasures * Swap-fl-Rama The Dialogue Project Vauxhallville 

FILM & MUSIC ARENA 

Mark Lamarr presents God's Jukebox with BuzzGOGks, Eli 'Paperboy' Reed & The True Loves, James Hunter, The Heavy, Pete Molinari 

Barry fldamson * Ghris Shepherd * George Pringle * Halloween Short Film Festival * BflFTfl * PostSecret 

Their Hearts Were Full Of Spring * JesBenstoek * Lautrec: 200 lflSpaeeduh Odyssey * Future Ginema Live 



>- 
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With many more acts to be announced over 12 stages 
Visit LAT1TUDEFESTIVAL.G0.UK for more details and the latest line up b 
"One day, all festivals will be like this" 



INDEPENDENT ON SUNDAY 



T 




WEEKEND CAMPING TICKETS & LUXURY CAMPING PACKAGES AVAILABLE FROM: 

24 HR CC HOTLINE 0871 231 0821 
LaTITUDEFESTIVAL.CO.UK SEETICKETS.COM 

TICKETS ALSO AVAILABLE AT SELECTED HMV STORES 

FREE ADMISSION TO CHILDREN UNDER 13 ACCOMPANIED BY AN ADULT • BILL SUBJECT TO CHANGE. CAMPSITE OPENS 2pm THURSDAY 





Corsica SfrdfeR presents^ 



Baba Yaga's Hut 



Nothing is as It seems™ 



Shit & Shine + Guests with Skill Wizard DJs 
Thursday iSth May, 730pm, £7 Advance 




Curated hy Plan B magazine 

Times New Viking +■ Lowers + Gindrinker 
Wednesday Z1 st May, Bpm, £6 

LedBfc+Gueots 

Wednesday 2Sm May, 730pm. £7 Advance 



Corsica Studios, 4/5 Elephant Road, London, SE17 1 LB 
Nearest tube: Elephant and Castte 
www.oorsicasiudio&jcorii, in*o^cofsicasUici*OMoni 
Advance tickets available liom wumwegottictet&jcom 



www. v e n n fest i va I . com 




LelYeckeiul 

STIRLING'S H 

NO LIMITS 

MUSIC 

FESTIVAL 

The Pastels Tape Taken By Trees David 

Fennessy's - Big Lung Evan Parker Mark Wastell 

Graham Halliwell Max Eastley Raymond 

MacDonald Miguel Carvalhais Hamid Drake 

Raymond Boni Elliott Sharp Franck Vigroux Film j 

Club Big Lung Remix Annette Peacock 7K Oaks 

Alfred 23 Harth Massimo Pupillo Fabrizio Spera 

Luca Venitucci National Jazz Trio of Scotland 



23, 24 & 25 May Tolbooth Stirling Scotland 
For tickets & a brochure, call 01786 27 4000 

www.leweekendfestival.com 
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iBNHliM PALACE^ "th-othJULYOS 






CARDIGAN AAY-M0R1H WALES 
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enoovs armada 5! VERMIN PLAYERS 

FUNERAL FOR A FRIEND SUPERGRASS^ITHE HOOSIERS^ 




CALVIN HARRIS DUFFY PENDULUM THE FUTUREHEADS 
HADOUKEN ZANELOWEa PETE TONGA PLUMP DJ'S 

SAMSPARRO YOUNG KNIVES ELLIOT MINOR BLACK KIDS A JO WHILEY a 

ONE NIGHT ONLY AUDIO BULLYS MYSTERY JETS UCHTSPEED CHAMPION FRIENDLY FIRES OPERATOR PLEASE 

U Atts*inng li Ab-z'iiih 

U JlFv'***-* '■■■.! ■•' H ril T| Pi xtr 



PLUS MANY MORE ACTS TO BE ACROSS ALL 3 STAGES 



0944 8472437 



VIP BESPOKE CAMPING AND HOTEL PACKAGES GALL 0207 3997079 OR WWWWAKESTOCK.CO.UK 

Tickets also 



0115 9597908 



www. ticket master, c o . irk www, we got t i eke Is, com 



4Jt-<s> ^$m _^ 



hmv 



0871 2200260 0844 8889991 

www.se et i ckets.com www. tic ket I i n e . eo . uk 

BlLLSUflJECT TO D4AW0E 
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Costa Axaltar presents: 

FIB 



Benicassimhf 



HeinekeiiM 

17Cb/18tb/ 19tb/80th joly 









LEONARD COHEN 

GNARLS BARKLEY 
THE RACONTEURS SIGUR R6S 

R6lSfN MURPHY 
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JUSTI 



DAPUNTOBEAT 



AMERICAN MUSIC C 
IRIAN JONESTOWN MAI 
AVID DU 



BATTLES 

LA CASA AZUL 
DEATH CAB FOR CUTIE 
FACTO DELAFE" Y LAS FLORES AZUI 
CENTLE MUSIC MEN EL GUINCHO 

JOHN ACQUAVIVA JOSH WINK 

THE MARZIPAN MAN 
MORIARTY 
THE NEW PORNOGRAPHERS 
RICHARD HAWLEY 



BRACKEN 




ROLALKAN 




ETOP 



ELHIJO 
MANOSDE1 
METRONOMY 
NADA SUI 

THE RUMBLE STRIPS 




ERMAY 




TIEFSCHWARZ 



SPIRITUALIZED 

TOMMIE SUNSHINE 

VIVE LA FETE 
.check new bands on fiberfib.com! 



inch 

J TINGS 
1AINS 




MARAW RLD 



FIBERF1B.COM 

my spa ce-Cpm/n bheineken 



• Heineken 



Olntcrm&n 
OaTwrt 
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4D tickets include free access m the 



To book tickets, go Lo NME ticketshop 
1 wnvw.nmexom/gigSr or call +44 {0) 8701 GG3 6&3, 
Festival caropsiH* from 14U> till 22nd July. ^ to wMwJastminute.com, go lo ww*,wetickels, 

orcallOB71 230 1079 



m ©12 



e 



f& tirtM 



A <h 



live preview 
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tour stories: matmos 

Words: Louis Pattison 

New album Supreme Balloon was entirely recorded with old and vintage 
synthesisers. How do you take this music on tour without wrapping your 
equipment in layers of cotton wool and praying for a safe arrival? 

Drew Daniel: "We try the 'brute force' approach: bring so many synthesisers that if 
one breaks you can still maintain. It's scary because the older gear is fragile and hard 
to replace but it's also what makes your sound personal. We can't take the ARP on the 
road because it's just too precious, it's thirty years old and barely stays in tune for more 
than a few minutes anyway. Martin's Roland SH-1 01 tours with us and it comes from 
the early Eighties, though he can't remember exactly when he got it." 

You're playing the Venn festival in the UK - are you familiar with the 
festival at all, or are you totally new to it? 

DD: "We are new to it.The main thing that we check out when we are considering 
whether or not to take part is the line-up. People who dig Errorsmith and Murcof and 
Philip Jeck sound like our sort of folks, so why not take the plunge?" 

What's the strangest place a tour has ever taken you? 

Martin Schmidt: "Well, Russia is certainly a bit like what I imagine the Wild West to 
have been like. Ybor City, Florida? Not an expected place for us. . .though some 
bewildered and grateful kids came to that show and thanked us profusely for being 
there, which always makes you feel bad for hating a place." 

Please insert anecdotes from disastrous gigs here... (especially 
technical problems or local misunderstandings). 

MS: " Last summer in Venice we were playing in this ex-military fort and we 
knocked out the power for an entire island. A government bureaucrat had to leave a 
dinner party because he was the only one with keys to the locked hut with the switches 
to turn power back on. So I bought eighty shots of vodka at the bar and distributed 
them to the audience as they waited in the dark. A wild party ensued. I must still 
apologise to the DJ for repeatedly attempting to take his shirt off. I love Italy." 

DD: " I was booked to play a Soft PinkTruth show with Dani Siciliano and I had a 
video that consisted of cut-ups of gay porn and a stage costume that featured a giant 
soft-sculpture cock and balls. But no one had told me that the opening band was a 
novelty punk rock band of eight and ten year old kids, and that the audience largely 
consisted of their young classmates and protective Moms. But, hey, the show must go 
on. When I walked offstage a prim and well-coached eight year old girl in curls walked 
up to me and said 'What you did was INAPPROPRIATE'." 

The absolute worst debauchery you've seen on the road? 

MS: "Well, it must be said that we aren't a punk rock band of iron-livered 20 year 
olds. I like doilies under my beer and the van to be sparkling clean, and books of the 
highest quality to be read quietly. Prostitutes are to paid IN FULL and tipped. 'Groupies' 
must be educated above the undergraduate level. Spike Jonze brought his troupe of 
skateboarding boys to a Bjork after-show party one night. 'Barrel of monkeys' seems 
an appropriate description . . . sexy monkeys, I suppose. They kept begging whoever 
was DJing, 'Eighties! Eighties!'" 

Bristol's Venn festival enters its fifth year of celebratory musical mix'n'match. Matmos, 
Why?, Murcof, Rachel UnthankAndThe Winterset, Sunburned Hand OfThe Man, 
Errorsmith, Fuck Buttons, Afrikan Boy, The Blessing, Infinite Livez vs Stade, Skeletons 
AndThe Kings Of All Cities, Wildbirds and Peacedrums, Peverelist, MoHa!, and many 
more. . .plus gigs taking part in planetariums, boats, and skate parks. Day tickets and 
weekend tickets available now from www.vennfestival.co.uk 
Bristol venues (June 5-8) 



ex models 

Plan B is pleased to support the 
comeback tour by atonal 
Brooklyn noiseniks Ex Models. 
No-wave clang meets Devo 
quirk with stops and starts 
that'll break your back. 
Oxford The Cellar (May 15), 
Manchester Islington Mill (16, w/ 
Liars and No Age), Leeds 
Chinchillafest (1 7), Northampton 
Decades (18), Lincoln Bar Fusion 
(1 9), Glasgow Admiral Bar (20), 
London Garage (21), Brighton 
Water Margin (23) 



02 wireless 

Central London show featuring Jay-Z, Mark 
Ronson, Hot Chip, Roisin Murphy, and 
Hercules And Love Affair. 
London Hyde Park (July 3) 

a hawk and a hacksaw 

Jeremy Barnes and HeatherTrost fill the gaps 
between their Portishead support with these 
headline shows. 

Cathedral Quarter Arts Festival (May 
9), Cork Cyprus Avenue (1 0), Dublin 
Boom Boom Boom (1 1 ), Aberdeen The 
Tunnels (1 2), Glasgow The Arches (1 3) , 
Leeds Hi-Fi (14), Bristol Thekla (1 5) 

adem 

Ex-Fridge songsmith performs music from his 
new covers album, Takes. 
London Union Chapel (May 25) 

animal collective 

Former Plan B cover stars smear Strawberry 
Jam across the face of the UK. 
Glasgow Oran Mor (May 20), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (21), London 
Koko(May22) 

atp vs pitchfork 

All Tomorrow's Parties returns to Camber 
Sands with a bill picked by Pitchfork. Ween, 
Sebadoh, No Age, Meat Puppets, Harmonia, 
Man Man, Dirty Projectors, Pissed Jeans, 
Caribou, Hot Chip, Yeasayer, Fuck Buttons, 
Glass Candy, Los Campesinos!, Marissa 
Nadler, Jens Lekman and Of Montreal, www. 
atpfestival.com 
Camber Sands Pontins (May 9-11) 

band of horses 

Sub Pop rockers tour Cease To Begin. 
London Shepherds Bush Empire (July 
8), Liverpool Academy (1 0), Sheffield 
Leaclmill (11) 

bestival 

Rob Da Bank's annual Isle Of Wight shindig 
celebrates its fifth anniversary. My Bloody 
Valentine, The Breeders, CSS, The Human 
League, Aphex Twin, George Clinton and 
Funkadelic/Parliament, Gary Numan, Jamie 
Udell, Lee Scratch Perry, Foals, Jeffrey Lewis, 
and many more. 

Isle Of Wight Robin Hill Country Park 
(September 5-7) 

the black keys 

Akron, Ohio's Daniel Auerbach and Patrick 
Carney blues-rock out. 
London Astoria (May 19), Manchester 
Academy (21), Glasgow ABC (22), 
Leeds University (23), Birmingham 
Academy (28), London Astoria (29) 



pissed jeans 

Plan B gets wet with Sub Pop 
scuzz-punks. 

Birmingham The Rainbow (May 1 2), 
Nottingham Maze (13), Dublin 
Whelans (14), Glasgow Nice N 
Sleazy (1 5), Leeds The Fenton (1 6), 
Bristol Croft (1 7), London Old Blue 
Last (18) 



black lips 

Garage rock throwbacks return to the UK. 
Sheffield The Plug (May 6), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (7), Birmingham 
Club NME (8), ATP vs Pitchfork, Camber 
Sands (1 0), Cambridge The Junction 
(1 1 ), Oxford Zodiac (1 2), Bristol Thekla 
(1 3), London 1 00 Club (14) London 
King's College (1 5), Brighton Great 
Escape (16) 

black mountain 

Apocalyptic rock. 

Manchester Moho Live (May 1 2), 
Glasgow Stereo (14), Leeds Cockpit 
(1 5), Bristol Trinity (1 6), Brighton Great 
Escape festival (1 7), London Scala (1 8) 

bon iver 

4AD songsmith tours new album For Emma, 
Forever Ago. All shows in support to Iron And 
Wine, except The Social (headline show) and 
The Scala (supporting Jens Lekman). 
Glasgow ABC (May 12), Manchester 
Ritz (May 1 3), Sheffield Leadmill (May 
14), Brighton The Great Escape (15), 
London Forum (16), London The Social 
(19), London Scala (20) 

camp bestival 

Bestival's sister festival, featuring Chuck 
Berry, the Flaming Lips, Kate Nash, Hercules 
And Love Affar, Ebony Bones, King Creosote, 
Kid Creole AndThe Coconuts, and more. 
Dorset Lulworth Castle (July 18-20) 

british sea power 

Admire the most agreeable cinematography 
as BSP cut the ribbon on the Edinburgh Film 
Festival with ATrip Out With British Sea 
Power, an audio-visual extravaganza to be 
followed by a Q&A. www.edfilmfest.org.uk 
Edinburgh The Caves (June 19) 

isobel campbell and mark 
lanegan 

Heckle for Belle And Sebastian/Queens Of 
The Stone Age songs. Be admonished by 
security guard. 

London Shepherd's Bush Empire (June 
1 0), Brighton St Georges Church (1 1 ), 
Manchester Adademy (1 2), Glasgow 
ABC (13) 

bill callahan 

[smog] man cleans up his act. 
London St James Church (May 1 4) 

cat power 

Chan pulls on the top hat and tails. Support 
from Bella Union's Beach House. 
London Hammersmith Apollo (June 8), 
Bristol Colston Hall (9), Birmingham 
Academy (10), Manchester Academy 1 
(11) 

caribou 

Trippy shoegaze white-outs from Dundas, 
Ontario. 
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benicassim 

The continental megaf estiva I, 
with acts including Leonard 
Cohen, My Bloody Valentine, 
Gnarls Barkley, Sigur Ros, 
Justice, Roisin Murphy, www. 
fiberfib.com 
Festival Internacional de 
Benicassim (July 1 7-20) 



Norwich Arts Centre (May 1 2), 
Cambridge Barfly (13), Manchester 
Roadhouse (14), London Scala (15), 
Birmingham Barfly (1 6), Coventry Tin 
Angel (17), Dublin Whelans (18), Cork 
Crane Lane Theatre (19), Belfast Black 
Box (20), Edinburgh Cabaret Voltaire 
(21), Aberdeen Tunnels (22), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (23), Bristol Dot 
To Dot (24), Nottingham Dot To Dot 
(25) 

nick cave and the bad seeds 

Cave rises, Lazarus-like, from the swampy 
man-rock mire of Grinderman. Can someone 
dry-clean this suit? 

Birmingham Academy (May 5), London 
Hammersmith Apollo (7-9) 

chinchillafest 

The Chinchilla Collective's sixth annual 

three-day DIY festival faces off with the 

Explosion's ATP by bringing you the likes of 

DJ Scotch Egg, Gay Against You, That Fucking 

Tank, Eats Tapes, aPATt and Zukanican. 

www.chinchillaweb.co.uk 

Leeds Brudell Social Club (May 16-18) 

connect music 2008 

Scottish festival, back for a second year, with 

the lineup to be announced at launch, www. 

connectmusicfestival.com 

Argyll Inveraray Castle (August 29-31) 

converge 

Slam some heads to the kings of metalcore, 
doggedly refusing to clean up their act since 
1990. 

London Underworld (July 1 3), 
Nottingham Rock City (1 4), Glasgow 
Ivory Blacks (1 5) Southampton The 
Brook (1 6), Sheffield Corporation (1 7), 
London Underworld (18) 

creamf ields 2008 

Dance festival, with performances from the 
Gossip, Simian Mobile Disco, Roots Manuva, 
Pendulum, 2 Many DJs and many more. 
Cheshire Daresbury (August 23-24) 

ess/the f utureheads/mgmt 

Because we'd rather not refer to it as the 
'Spanking New Music' tour if it's all the same 
to you. 

Cardiff Great Hall (May 5), Glasgow 
ABC (6), Dublin Academy (7) 

dinosaur jr 

Mascis, Barlow, and Murph make it up. 
Dublin Spirit Nightclub (May 1 2), 
Belfast Spring And Airbrake (1 3), 
London Koko (15) 

download 

The annual rocking weekend returns so start 
growing that hair and remember not to 
bathe for Kiss, Offspring, Lostprophets, Judas 
Priest, Incubus and HIM. www. 
downloadfestival.co.uk 



plan b and baba yaga's hut 
present: times new viking/ 
lovvers/gindrinker 

Columbus, Ohio's lo-fi scuzz 
merchants headline a Plan B 
show, with support from noise- 
punks Lowers and Cardiff's 
Gindrinker. www.planbmag. 
com 
London Corsica Studios (May 21) 



Donnington Park (June 13-15) 

echo and the bunnymen 

Nothing ever lasts forever? The venerable Ian 
McCulloch begs to differ. 
London Royal Albert Hall 
(September 16) 

end of the road 

A return to the leafy copses and verdant 
meadows of Wiltshire for the third instalment 
of the UK's "best new festival", as judged by 
the UK Festival Awards 2006.This time 
branching out with Mercury Rev, Two 
Gallants, Calexico, Mountain Goats, 
SunKillMoon, Jeffrey Lewis and A Hawk And 
A Hacksaw, www.endoftheroadfestival.com 
LarmerTree Gardens, Wiltshire 
(September 12-14) 

estelle 

British-born, New York-based vocalist/MC 
returns to tour new album Shine. 
Manchester Ritz (June 8), Glasgow ABC 
(9), Birmingham Custard Factory (10), 
London Shepherd's Bush Empire (1 2) 

falls festival 

Jaded UK festival goers, we direct you to the 

rainforest on the edge of Cape Otway, 

Victoria, where you can while out the dying 

days of 2008. 

Australia Victoria Otway/Marion Bay, 

Tasmania (December 29 - January 1 

09) 

faster than sound 

A three-part event joining the dots between 
musical genres and digital art forms as part 
of the Aldeburgh Festival. The event 
commences Friday with a late-night 
performance of Stockhausen's avant-garde 
classic Stimmung at Snape Maltings Concert 
Hall, while the main event take place in the 
surreal surroundings of Bentwaters Airbase 
with Plaid, Mira Calix and more. 
Snape Maltings Concert Hall/ 
Aldeburgh Cinema (June 27), 
Aldeburgh Bentwaters Airbase (28) 

feist 

Gonzales collaborator tours her major label 
debut, The Reminder. 
London Royal Albert Hall (May 21), 
Manchester Palace Theatre (22) 

gay against you 

Party times FOREVER! as Joe Howe and 
Lachlann Rattray pull on those old PE kits 
and fire up the 8-bits.The Leeds show is as 
part of Chinchillafest, the London show part 
of Brainlove Festival. 

Leeds Brudenell Social Club (May 16), 
London Brixton Windmill (May 24) 

glade 

Sponsor-free electronic dance music festival, 
held in a secret location in Berkshire. Acts 



supersonic 

Plan B is proud to sponsor 
Capsule's annual metal/noise/ 
folk gathering. Battles, 
Harmonia, Harvey Milk, 
Efterklang, Wooden Shjips, 
Earth, Noxagt, Oxbow, Guapo, 
Justice Yeldham, Dalek, 
Thrones, Max Tundra, Black Sun 
plus exhibitions, films, cakes 
and record stalls, www.capsule. 
org.uk 

Birmingham Custard Factory 
(July 11 -12) 



include Jeff Mills, Pendulum, James Holden, 
Meat Katie, The Grid, Slam, Utah Saints, and 
an Overkill stage featuring Autechre, Bass 
Clef, Cassette Boy, Daedelusjhe Bug, and 
the Osaka Invasion (that's DJ Scotch Egg and 
friends), www.gladefestival.com 
Berkshire secret location (July 1 8-20) 

goldfrapp 

Alison Goldfrapp and Will Gregory return 
with the new, folk-tinged Seventh Tree. 
Bexhill-on-Sea De La Warr (June 21), 
London Royal Albert Hall (25), Sage 
Gateshead (July 1) 

the great escape 

Brighton's cross-city festival comes around 
again. Yeasayer, Turing, Crystal Castles, Born 
Ruffians, Ebony Bones, The BlackAngels, No 
Age, Wild Beasts, The Hold Steady, Black Lips, 
Lightspeed Champion, Iron and Wine, The 
Young Knives, and Okkervil River. 
Brighton venues (May 1 5-1 7) 

glastonbury 

The granddaddy. CSS, Jay-Z, Neil Diamond, 

and Massive Attack, and Leonard Cohen are 

confirmed. 

Worthy Farm, Pilton (June 27-29) 

goldfrapp 

Glam lady gets pastoral on Seventh Tree. 
Bexhill-on-Sea De Le Warr Pavilion 
(June 21), Birmingham Symphony Hall 
(22), Manchester Bridgewater Hall 
(23), London Royal Albert Hall (25) 

green man 

Wales' indie/folk/electronica festival returns 
to the hills of mid Wales with Beirut, Black 
Mountain, The National, Iron AndWine, 
Magik Markers, King Creosote, School Of 
Language, Super Furry Animals, Cath And 
PhilTyler, Caribou, Richard Thompson and 
Howlin' Rain, www.thegreenmanfestival. 
co.uk 

Glanusk Park, Brecon Beacons, Wales 
(August 15-17) 

hadouken! 

Indie Cindies beware as Hadouken ! unleash 
Music For An Accelerated Culture 
Sheffield Academy (May 7), Leeds 
University (9), Stoke Sugarmill (X), 
Cardiff The Point (11), Glasgow QMU 
(14), Dundee Fat Sam's (15), 
Bournemouth Old Fire Station (1 7), 
Nottingham Rock City (1 8), Bristol 
Academy (1 9), London Electric 
Ballroom (21), Lake District Forgotten 
Valley Festival (23), Essex Rayleigh 
(24), Cambridge Junction (25), 
Ayelsbury Civic (26), Liverpool Carling 
Academy (27) 



mountain goats 

Sometime Plan B scribe John 
Darnielletakes his fine band the 
Mountain Goats out on a UK 
tour. 

Glasgow Stereo (September 1 2), 
Nottingham TBC (1 3), End Of The 
Road (14), Bristol Thekla (15), 
Manchester Night And Day (1 6), 
London Scala (18) 



harmonia 

Krautrock pioneers snatch a Scottish show in 
between a string of festivals. 
GlasgowABC(JulyH) 

richard hawley 

Sheffield crooner takes his Lady's Bridgeto 
the big stage. 

London Royal Albert Hall (May 20), 
Ireland Oxygen Festival (July 12), 
Letterkenny Earagail Arts Fest (1 3), 
Galway Leisureland Arts Fest (1 4), V 
Festival Chelmsford (16),V Festival 
Stafford (17) 

darren hayman 

Former Hefner man preaches to the converts. 
London What's Cooking (May 1 7), 
London Buffalo Bar (23), London 
Luminaire(June13) 

health 

Dissonant Los Angeles hit the stage. 
Nottingham Bodega Social Club (May 
6), Glasgow The Captain's Rest (1 0), 
Brighton The Freebutt (1 2) 

hercules and love affair 

New York disco dons a toga, gets a little wild. 
Brighton The Parlure Spiegeltent (May 
23), Manchester Warehouse (24), 
Bristol THekla (25), Newcastle 
Evoltuion (26), Nottingham Rescue 
Rooms (28), Liverpool Barfly (29), 
Glasgow Classic Grand (30), Leeds 
Lotherton Hall (31), London Soho 
Revue Theatre (June 3-4), London 
Heaven (5) 

isle of wight festival 

Small island hosts a surprisingly big festival. 
Kaiser Chiefs, Sex Pistols, Police, NERD, Ian 
Brown, The Kooks and IggyAndThe Stooges. 
Isle Of Wight Seaclose Park (June 1 3- 
15) 

latitude 

The third Latitude festival, with performances 

from Franz Ferdinand, Sigur Ros, Interpol, 

Grinderman, MarsVolta, Death Cab For 

Cutie, Elbow, The Breeders, Tindersticks, MIA, 

The Go ! Team, and Seasick Steve, www. 

latitudefestival.co.uk 

Suffolk Henham Park (July 1 7-20) 

jens lekman 

Dear Jens tours his current album Night Falls 
over Kortedala. 

Pontins Camber Sands ATP (May 1 1 ), 
Nottingham Rescue Rooms (1 2), 
Newcastle The Cluny (1 3), Leeds 
Woodhouse Club (14), Glasgow Oran 
Mor (1 5), Butlins Minehead ATP (1 8), 
Manchester Academy 3 (1 9), London 
Scala (20), Birmingham Glee Club (21), 
Belfast The Black Boy (23), Galway 
Roisin Dubh (24), DublinThe Village 
(25) 



plan b | 57 



live preview 



-gussr 



my sonar: mary anne hobbes 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 



Last year, Radio 1's Mary Anne Hobbes was instrumental in bringing 
the sound of dubstep to one of the world's biggest dance festivals, 
Sonar. Even with the Beastie Boys headlining the stage next door, Oris 
Jay, Skream, and Kode 9 And The Spaceape pulled a crowd of 8,000 
people, proving dubstep can make the transit from "humid, intense" 
clubs to the international festival circuit. This year, Mary-Anne returns 
with Digital Mystiks' Mala, Skull Disco's Shackleton, and LA bassboy 
Flying Lotus. 

Did I hear something after Sonar last year about Skream and Oris Jay and 
a bottle of vodka? 

"The victory celebrations are as notorious as the showcase, yes! But you would 
need to speak to Skream and Oris direct to ascertain the exact number of units 
involved..." 

Has dubstep changed in spirit since it started spreading? 

Benga said in the Dubstep Souljahs documentary I did recently on Radiol 'the 
scene is like our child., we nurture our child, we're protective of our child. We don't 
want anything to go wrong'. I know exactly what he means and I echo those 
sentiments. One of the biggest challenges dubstep faces as it goes global is to retain 
the pure positive energy that has fuelled its early success." 

Do you know what you're going to play yet? 



"I will work right up til dusk on the night of the showcase, up to the wire. The sets 
are all very short - only 45 minutes - but that pressures you to edit what you do hard 
and bring it back to the very real essence of what is fresh, powerful, and beautiful, and 
can move thousands of relative newcomers to the sound." 

The Sonar press release talks about the spirit of femininity at the 
festival, but doesn't mention you. Should it? 

" I am happy to be defined by my achievements." 

Tell us about your new mix LP Evangeline-we understand there's 
some secret artists on it? 

" I wanted to drawn the sonic parallels between dubstep, grime, techno and 
electronica, and showcase as many different textures of dark sound as possible. 
Original pioneers are represented shoulder to shoulder with next generation 'new 
breed' artists. One of the beauties of including secret tracks, from the artists' 
perspective, is that they can put out a piece of work out which listeners will come to 
with no pre-conceived ideas. It's like having the power to make people invisible for a 



Back to Barcelona's Sonar festival for the fifteenth year of daytime lounging and night 
time raving. This year's themes are "the female factor" and "hybridism", so playing 
hermaphrodite are Antipop Consortium, Basquiat Strings, Ben Watt, Boys Noize, 
Camille, Chloe, Diplo, Erol Alkan, Frankie Knuckles, Goldfrapp, Hercusles And Love 
Affair, Justice, Konono No.1 , MIA, Miss Kittin, Neon Neon, Rosin Murphy, Spank Rock, 
DadeleusandTheDuloks. Mary Anne Hobbs presents a Radiol stage feauting 
Shackleton, Flying Lotus, and Mala, and there's an Osaka Invasion bill featuring DJ 
Scotch Egg, Ove Naxx, Bogulta, and Maruosa. 
Barcelona venues (June 19-21) 



le weekend 

Plan B partners Le Weekend, 
now in its thirteenth year. An 
eclectic, intimate and always 
surprising celebration of fringe 
sounds from classical and jazz to 
underground pop music. This 
year features legendary jazz 
vocalist Annette Peacock, 
performing in the UK for the 
first time in 20 years, alongside 
appearances from The Pastels, 
Taken By Trees, Hamid Drake 
and Raymond Boni, Tape, and 
Bill Wells' National Jazz Trio Of 
Scotland, as well as films and 
live poetry, www. 
Ieweekendfestival.com 
Stirling Tollbooth (May 23-25) 



lightspeed champion 

Dev Hynes tours his Saddle Creek-assisted 

Domino debut, Falling Off The Lavender 

Bridge. 

London Koko (May 6), Cardiff The Point 

(7), Belfast The Limelight (1 0), Swindon 

12 Bar (12) 

loop festival 

Bands, digital art and culture, www. 

loopbrighton.com 

Brighton Victoria Gardens (August 16) 

themaeshi 

Playful US spazz-punks, freshly signed to 

MoshiMoshi. 

Cambridge Barfly at The Graduate 

(May 6), York Fibbers (7), Aberdeen 

Snafu (8), Glasgow Barfly (9), Liverpool 

Barfly (1 0), Birmingham Barfly (1 2), 

London Highbury Garage (1 3) 

man man 

Vaudeville gypsy jazz from Philly rockers. 
Dublin Whelans (May 1 1), Glasgow 
Stereo (1 2), London Cargo (1 3), 
Manchester Phoenix (14), Bristol Start 
The Bus (15) 

meat puppets/howl in' rain/ 
wooden shjips 

Curt and Cris Kirkwood's rootin' country- 
punks, back from the wilderness and touring 
new album Rise To Your Knees. 
London Scala (May 12) 

melt banana 

Futuristic noise-rock from Tokyo, Japan. 
London ULU (June 16), GlasgowThe 
Arches (18), Bristol Thekla (21), 
Birmingham Hare And Hounds (June 
22), London ULU (25), Brighton Barfly 
(26) 

meltdown festival 

Massive Attack take the curator's seat. 
London Southbank Centre (June 14-22) 

mgmt 

Metamorphic psychedelic pop from new 
Brooklyn press darlings. 
Cardiff Great Hall (May 5), Glasgow 
ABC (6), Dublin Academy (7), 
Edinburgh Liquid Rooms (9), 
Newcastle Academy 2 (1 0), 
Birmingham Academy (1 2), Brighton 
Digital (1 9), Manchester Academy 2 
(20), London Astoria (21), Leeds 
Cockpit (22) 



field day 

Plan B\s official partners for this 
London all-dayer, back for a 
second year. Check www. 
fielddayfestivals.com 
London Victoria Park (August 9) 



mogwai 

Last month's Plan #covermount curators do 

a one-off London show. 

London Queen Elizabeth Hall (May 12) 

mystery jets 

Eel Pie Islanders tour Erol Alkan-produced 
album 21. 

Wrexham Central Station And Yales 
(May 6), Stoke-on-Trent Sugarmill (7), 
Northampton Soundhaus (9), Derby 
The Royal (1 0), Hull Welly (1 1 ), Leeds 
Cockpit (1 2), Swindon 1 2 Bar (14), 
Birmingham Barfly (1 5), Leicester 
Charlotte (1 6), Brighton Digital (1 7) 

my bloody valentine 

Kevin Shields' feedback explorers glide back 
into your life. 

London Roundhouse (June 20-24), 
Manchester Apollo (28-29), Glasgow 
Barrowland (July 2-3) 

marissa nadler 

Haunted gothicfolk. 

Camber Sands Pitchfork Vs ATP (May 
1 1 ), London Luminaire (1 2), Glasgow 
Stereo (13), Birmingham Glee Club (14) 

no age 

Dean and Randy tour Sub Pop debut Nouns. 
Bristol Thekla Social (May 1 3), 
Brighton Pressure Point (1 5), 
Manchester Islington Mill (16), Leeds 
Nasty Fest (1 7), Glasgow Optimo (1 8), 
Dublin Whelans (20), London Garage 
(21 w/Ex Models, Soiled Mattress And 
The Springs) 

notwist 

Soothing German electronic songs tour new 
City Slang album The Devil, You And Me. 
London ICA (June 6), Dublin Button 
Factory (7), Galways Roisin Dubh (8) 

pentangle 

Reunited British psychedelic folk legends. 
London Royal Festival Hall (June 29) 

public enemy 

Performing ItTakesA Nation Of Millions To 
Hold Us Back as part of ATP's Don't Look 
Back series. 

London Brixton Academy (May 23), 
Manchester Academy (26), Glasgow 
ABC1 (27) 

raekwon 

Wu-Tang man presents his Nineties LP Only 
Built 4 Cuban Links as part of ATP's Don't 
Look Back series. 
London KOKO (May 19) 

lou reed 

Reed takes Berlinto the stage, complete with 
children's choir, who may or may not be 
seeking professional help in fifteen years 
time. 

Cork Marquee (June 23), Belfast 
Waterfront (24), Edinburgh Playhouse 
(25), Nottingham Royal Centre (26), 
London Royal Albert Hall (30) 
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indietracks 

A picturesque Fifties steam 
railway in Derbyshire plays host 
to all your indie favourites. The 
Wedding Present, The Wave 
Pictures, Comet Gain, Darren 
Hayman, Manhattan Love 
Suicides, Ballboy, The Bobby 
McGees, Airport Girl, Milky 
Wimpshake, and many more. 
www.indietracks.co.uk 
Midland Railway, Butterley 
(July 26-27) 



Jonathan richman 

Rare UK show from the former Modern 

Lovers frontman. 

London Shepherds Bush Empire (May 

9) 

robyn 

Plan ^-approved pop queen basks in her new 
popularity. 

Glasgow Arches (June 6), Birmingham 
Academy (7), London Astoria (8), 
Manchester Academy 2 (10), Norwich 
UEA (1 1 ), Bristol Academy (1 2), V Fest 
Stafford (August 1 6), V Fest 
Chelmsford (17) 

rock ness 

Summertime festival on the banks of the 
mostfamous Loch in all the Highlands. 
Underworld, Roisin Murphy, Hadouken!, 
Felix Da Housecat, or Fatboy Slim. 
Dores Loch Ness (June 9-1 0) 

ruby suns 

Antipodean indie-proggers tour their 
Memphis Industries LP Sea Lion. 
Manchester The Deaf Institute (May 
1 6), Brighton The Great Escape (1 7), 
London- HoxtonBarAnd Grill (19), 
Leicester Firebug (20), Leeds 
Faversham (21), Sheffield Leadmill 
(22), GlasgowThe Captains Rest (23), 
Nottingham Dot To Dot (24),Bristol Dot 
To Dot (25), Liverpool Korova (28), 
Dublin Crawdaddy (29) 

santogold 

Post-MIA pop outta Brooklyn. 
London Scala (June 3) 

scorses 

Elemental guitar song from Christina Carter 
and Heather Leigh Murray. 
Newcastle Star & Shadow (May 1 3), 
Hull Seeds And Bridges (14), 
Nottingham Chameleon (15), Cardiff 
Chapter Arts (16), Manchester 
Islington Mill (1 7), ExeterThe Cavern 
(1 8), Bristol Cube (1 9, w/Stars Of The 
Lid), London Cafe Oto (20), Cambrdige 
CB2 (21), Margate Substation Project 
Space (22), Brighton The Albert (23), 
Leeds Fenton (24), Glasgow 13th Note 
(25, w/Richard Youngs) 

sebadoh 

Lou Barlow, Eric Gaffney and Jason 
Lowenstein brush the cobwebs off Bubble 
And Scrape. 
London Koko (May 7) 

sensoria 

With music from Richard H Kirk, Future Loop 
Foundation, and In The Nursery, www. 
sensoria.org.uk 



primavera 

Featuring Vampire Weekend, 
The Sonics, Devo, Shellac, Les 
Savy Fav, Clipse, Deerhunter, 
Fuck Buttons, Portishead, Silver 
Jews, Mission of Burma, 
Okkervil River, DJ Assault, Atlas 
Sound, Bill Callahan, 
Portishead, The Wave Pictures, 
Times New Viking, Eric's Trip, 
Model 500, Scout Niblett, 
Clipse, Shipping News, Holly 
Golightly And The Brokeoffs, 
Stephen Malkmus And The 
Jicks, The Felice Brothers and 
Pissed Jeans. 
Barcelona Pare Del Forum 
(May 29-31) 



Sheffield venues (April 12-18) 

silver jews 

Former Plan # sweep Dave Berman and 
chums bring the laconic, slanted country of 
new album Lookout Mountain Lookout Sea 
to London. 
London ULU (May 29) 

stars of the lid 

Ecstatic drone duo bring their music-of-the- 
spherestotheUK. 

Bristol Cube Microplex Cinema (May 
1 9), London St Giles Church (20, w/ 
Lichens), Birmingham Hare Hounds 
(21), Glasgow Hare Hounds (22), 
Aberdeen Tunnels (23), Newcastle 
Church of St Thomas (24), Leeds Holy 
Trinity Church (25) 

summer sundae weekender 

Featuring Dirty Projectors, Benga, Fuck 
Buttons, Zombie-Zombie, Henry Rollins, 
Howling Bells, Those Dancing Days, The Mai- 
Shi, Camera Obscura, Noah AndTheWhale, 
Supergrass, The Coral, Simian Mobile Disco, 
Roisin Murphy, Nina Nastasia, Jeffrey Lewis, 
Lightspeed Champion, TheWhitest Boy Alive, 
King Creosote, and Of Montreal. 
Leicester De Montfort Hall And 
Gardens (August 8-10) 

swn 2008 

Radio 1 DJ Huw Stephens' new music festival 

returns to Cardiff for its second year. www. 

swnfest.com 

Cardiff venues (November 7-9) 

t in the park 

With RageAgainstThe Machine, REM, 
Justice, Kings Of Leon, Stereophonies, The 
Fratellis, Hot Chip andThe Raconteurs. 
Balado, Kinross (July 1 2-1 3) 

tapestry goes west 

Knights, minstrels, medieval larks, and if last 

year's anything to go on, some good bands 

asTapestry heads across the border to 

rediscover its Celtic roots, www. 

tapestrygoeswest.com 

Port Talbot Margam Park (August 8-9) 

truck 

With These New Puritans, Lowers, Maps, 
Robots In Disguise, Noah AndTheWhale, 
Camera Obscura, TheTelevision Personalities, 
Emmy The Great, Ian McLagan and the Bump 
Band. Plus the Village Pub Rock Stage, the 
Disco Shed, and Lady Genevieve's 
Rock'n'Roll Party, www.thisistruck.com 







now booking: ladyfest london 

A platform for women's talents in music, art, comedy, 

photography, film, debate, written and spoken word. 

Music from Kimya Dawson, Slow Club, New Bloods, 

Matt And Kim, The Bobby McGees, Robots In Disguise. 

www.myspace.com/ladyfestlondon 

London Underword and assorted venues (May 9-1 1) 



Steventon Hill Farm (July 18-19) 

underage festival 

Elephant And Castle's kids-only event steps 
out of the gloom for another outdoor all- 
dayer.www.myspace.com/underage_club 
London Victoria Park (August 8) 

vetiver 

Andy Cabic and chums rock hairily. 
Brighton Theatre Royal (May 16), 
Coventry Tin Angel (23), Liverpool T 
Sound Festival (28), Edinburgh Cabaret 
Voltaire (29), Glasgow Stereo (30), 
Aberdeen The Tunnels (31), Newcastle 
The Cluny (June 1), Nottingham 
Bodega Social (2), Bristol The Cube 
(June 2), Manchester Road House (4), 
London St Giles InThe Field Church (5 
w/David Thomas Broughton), 
Glastonbury Festival (29) 

wakestock 

Wakestock expands to a two-site leg - one 

North Wales, one Oxfordshire. The Streets, 

Supergrass, Hadouken!, Young Knives, 

Metronomy, and Audio Bullys www. 

wakestock.co.uk 

Woodstock Blenheim Palace (June 27- 

29),Abersoch(July4-6) 

the wave pictures 

Febrile indie boys twang that uke and sing 
the songs of Instant Coffee Baby. 
Bristol Thekla Social (May 8), Cardiff 
Clwb Ifor Bach (10), London Battersea 
Arts Club (1 6), London Social (June 1 2), 
London Brixton Jamm (29) 

ween 

Quack-quack-oops from the alt-rock 
pastiche merchants. 
London Shepherds Bush Empire 
(May 8) 



lounge on the farm 

All the fun of the English 
countryside, as Canterbury's 
Merton Farm rocks to the sound 
of Black Kids, Art Brut, Kitty 
Daisy And Lewis, Holly Golightly 
And The Broke-Offs, and many 
more, www.loungeonthefarm. 
co.uk 

Canterbury Merton Farm 
(July 11 -13) 



why? 

Anticon indie-rap dude tours his Alopecia. 
London Madame Jo Jos (June 4), Leeds 
Faversham (5), Manchester Roadhouse 
(6), Bristol Thekla (7), Nottingham 
Bodega (8) 

wood 

New festival from the good folk behind Truck, 
featuring Get Cape. Wear Cape. Fly, King 
Creosote, and more, www.braziers.org.uk 
Oxfordshire Braziers Park (May 16-18) 

xiuxiu 

Rare UK tour supporting Women As Lovers. 
London ULU (May 19), Manchester 
Roadhouse (20), Glasgow 
Nice'n'Sleazy(21), Dublin Whelans (22) 

xx teens 

Fall-like sneer and shout. 
Southampton The Joiners (May 6), 
Cambridge The Portland Arms (7), 
Newcastle Digital (8), Birmingham 
Barfly (1 0), Brighton Great Escape (1 7), 
Manchester Metropolis (21), 
Nottingham Dot To Dot (24), Bristol 
Dot To Dot (25), Liverpool Sound City 
(27), London ICA (29), GlasgowThe 
Admiral (30), Aberdeen Moshulu (31), 
Edinburgh Studio 24 (June 1) 
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blackest beauty 



is: Everett True 

ration: Phili Fivel Nessen 



Thalia Zedek Band 

Liars And Prayers (Thrill Jockey) 

The weight of history is against us. 

If you haven't encountered Thalia Zedek 
before, not immersed yourself in her 
emotionally draining music over the past three 
decades, is there a chance I can convince you 
to listen in now? Since forming her first band, 
White Women, at Boston University in 1979, 
Thalia has been consistently compelling; from 
the Gothic no-wave Dangerous Birds in '81 
(the deranged vocals totally belied the music), 
through the violently focused Uzi,to her stint 
with Live Skull, Eighties peers of early Sonic 
Youth and Ut; finding heady release in post- 
heroin withdrawal band, Sub Pop's terrifying 
Come (formed with Codeine drummer Chris 
Brokawin '91), and continuing through 2001 's 
immense (in every sense) solo album Been 
Here And Gone. You rightly decry this form 
of music - enervating, tremendously serious, 
emotionally torn blues-as being too male 
and staid. So what happens when a woman 
intrudes- like Thalia's primary inspiration, Patti 
Smith, did so long before? Is there a place for 
such weight, such emotion as these women 



(think dusty roadways, the beauty of stillness, 
light flickering across a stagnant pond 
remembered only in dreams; it launches soon 
after into a tumultuous, unbowed country riff 
so dense you wonder if there's an amp in the 
world that could do justice to the volume 
necessary for this track). . .yeah, from that, 
right up to the exultant final bars of 'Begin To 
Exhume', this is an album to lose yourself in, 
that can heal through its sheer volume and 
pain, that can pacify and soothe. Shared 
experience counts, of course -we have met in 
the past - but it doesn't hurt that Zedek has 
long possessed one of the most startling, 
nicotine-ravaged, bluesy voices of either sex in 
music and that the sound of hervoice is like... 

When I was in my twenties, I would listen 
to 'A Change Is Gonna Come' by Otis Redding 
over and over on my Dansette, lights out, 
volume absolutely maxed up, over and over 
until the whole fucking world would stop 
revolving (and in my thirties, Manic Street 
Preachers' 'Everything Must Go', but at 5am 
and painfully drunk. ..and in myforties, 
watching Warren Ellis shoot great wads of 
phlegm skywards while wrenching out another 



Zedek should long have been hailed 
as one of the Voices of our time 




have always practised - a harsh form of beauty 
indeed, drawn from life's despair and the 
imminence of death? Is gender even an 
issue here? 

Oh, Thalia. I thought I'd left this music 
behind with the birth of my son: there's no 
room for such introspection when the day-to- 
day takes precedence, no room for self-regard 
when tiredness rules everything. I thought this 
music belonged to another era, another life - 
a life where you're trapped halfway between 
release and the desire to never be released; 
an era populated by musicians who grew 
up believing in the sanctity of Patti and Neil 
Young's darker moments, an era that found 
its undoubted nadir when KurtCobain killed 
himself in the name of music. I thought I'd 
left all this behind with the toenail clippings 
on Mark Lanegan's bathroom floor, my 
refusal to listen to music that doesn't hit 
within seconds, and bounce. When you have 
a serious death fixation, and all around seems 
worthless, valueless - everything - do you 
really need music, a musician, that clearly 
shares similar thoughts? 

The answer is yes. 

The answer is so obviously yes I can't believe 
it's taken me this long to rediscover it. From the 
lightly strummed opening chords and wailing 
violin on the twisted, tormented epic 'Next Exit' 



unattainable melody on his violin)... 

Sometimes - maybe often, and I'd merely 
forgotten -you need that release. 

Sometimes, you need to stop. 

So when those guitars bubble and murmur 
fitfully to themselves before building once 
more, ever more intense, in the middle of 'Body 
Memory', or when Thalia starts pleading, "Do 
you remember/What you heard/Everyone's 
asking/No, I can't Say/If I remember/The blues 
skies/Of September" during the inclement 'Do 
You Remember', I'm reminded that sometimes 
it feels good, really good, to listen, to lose 
oneself in volume, in music, in The Voice. Music 
is always a two-way experience, much as those 
asinine Lloyd-Webber acolytes and Q editors 
would like to convince us otherwise. What you 
give is, indeed, what you get. 

So, you know. Maybe the weight of history 
isn't with us, but I don't need to share my 
personal experiences with you anyway. More 
than Lanegan, more than Daniel Johnston 
(who performs an entirely different service 
altogether), more than an entertainer like 
Cave or Waits or whomever, Zedek should 
long have been hailed as one of the Voices 
of our time. And I know: I knowtime isn't 
kind, and time moves on, and time forgets. 
And this moment is brief. 

But just this once, I'm glad I'm living in it. 
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■Bon Iver 
For Emma, Forever Ago (Jagjaguwar/4AD) 
Bon Iver. A one-man band, a one-person chain gang, 
a one-body space where culture and nature collide. For 
Emma, Forever Ago is crafted as skilfully as a sword and 
cuts as deep. Chaos exists in the background of songs, but 
never detracts from their stealthy gut-punch. In The Wolves (Part I And Part 
II)', drums clatter, as if falling from their stands and down the stairs. Yet, in the 
other ear, barely intelligible lyrics pierce through the disorder. I can't tell you 
what he's singing about. But I know. Resignation, regret and repressed anger 
permeate the layers of cave-dwelling vocals and soft baritone guitar. Justin 
Vernon's voice is soft, effortless and mournful, and the guitar licks around 
his words like the flames of a tired bonfire. 'Skinny Love', easily the precious 
jewel of the piece, feels at once spontaneous and reigned in by its own 
structure; with passion and spite hissing through his teeth. As he sub-screams 
the words "And I told you to be patient/ 1 told you to be kind", it's like a last- 
chance sermon at the gates of hell. There are forces at work here: music, and 
silence. Bon Iver knows how to use space and timing to twist that dagger in 
deep, the crafty silences draw a breath, pinpointing the solar plexus; and it 
gets you the way that music can just get you. 
Hayley Avron 

in the studio: bon iver 

"I only recorded the record in a cabin with an SM57. 1 had a condenser mic 
for one of the songs, but everything else was recorded with that. I chopped 
and hauled wood everyday to keep the fire going to keep the cabin warm. 
The only music I heard while I was up at the cabin was Vienna Boys' Choir and 
Innocence Mission's Birds Of My Neighborhood. I have no idea why those 
were the only discs I had. I ate grits from North Carolina, oranges, and 
venison from the Fall hunt, drank bourbon and red wine, and I watched 
Northern Exposure all the way through. " 



Bilge Pump 



RupertThe Sky (Gringo) 

Bilge Pump are back with a new dose of 
polite aggression. Every frequency, every 
drum beat, every riff and every vocal is so 
tight, caustic, well-tuned, and so addictive, 
they seem to transcend their human form. 
'Om Norn Savoy' is a hectic entanglement of 
scrawling guitars and blase voice that ends 
before you can decipher it, while 'I Am 
Perfectly Fine' is melodic and cyclical. The in- 
joke logic of Bilge Pump's songs is a vortex 
with its own gravitational pull: everyday 
comments strung seamlessly together thrust 
themselves over the relentless bass grooves, 
hit repeat, listen again. Try figure it out. Hit 
repeat, listen again. Try figure it out.This is 
Bilge Pump in maximum efficiency mode, 
crystal clear, driving and boisterous. 
Hayley Avron 



The Black Dog 



Radio Scarecrow (Soma) 

The mainstream press has been losing sleep 
over the iPod generation's supposed inability 
to listen to whole albums in their entirety. 
By releasing their new album as one 
continuous mix, The Black Dog are - as usual 

- paddling against the tide. It's taken two 
years for founder Ken Downie and 
collaborators Martin and Richard Dust to 
craft Radio Scarecrow, an album that unfolds 
gracefully. The end result is, indeed, graceful 

- but it lacks some bite.There are some 
fabulous moments, real snatches of former 
Black Dog glories, like the acidic menace of 
'Siiiipher' and the magick of 'Witches Ov'. 
Unlike 2005's hugely underrated Silenced, 
though, there are no true stand-out tracks. 
But then perhaps that was the point. 
Stuart Aitken 



Born Ruffians 



Red, Yellow And Blue (Warp) 

It isn't just the title 'Badonkadonkey' which 
sounds like Animal Collective here; sporting 
vaguely deranged campfire harmonies, feral 



yelps, rim-shot clatter and whirling dervish 
choruses: a goodly chunk of this debut 
doesn't half bob a hefty nod atTare, Bear 
and co circa Sung Tongs.Jhe rest casts 
a broader frame of reference: 'Hummingbird' 
plays Futureheads by way of British Sea 
Power, and (the actually lovely) 'Little 
Garcon' almost, almost sounds like The 
Coral, all bristling with sunny, scrubbed and 
occasionally belligerent charm. 'I Need A Life' 
rocks like a youth-club Adam AndThe Ants, 
and on 'Foxes Mate For Life' a superb semi- 
dissonant shimmer bleeds into a sinuous 
stop start whiteboy semi-funk workout. 
Sleeve-worn influences roll up thick and fast, 
only to be good-naturedly throttled and 
fashioned into a winning tapestry of pop- 
eyed noo-wave abandon. 
James Papademetrie 



Isobel Campbell and 
Mark Lanegan 



Sunday At Devil Dirt (V2/Cooperative) 

Mark Lanegan is king of the collaboration. 
The GutterTwins' Saturnalia has barely left 
ourturntables and he's back with Belle And 
Sebastian defector Isobel Campbell to follow 
up their previous collaboration, 2006's 
Ballad Of The Broken Seas. Lanegan is chief 
vocalist again, while Campbell has penned 
all this dark, boozy Americana. Too often 
dubbed "unlikely" or "curious", the duo's 
sound suggests a stolen girl becoming 
obsessed with her kidnapper. Campbell's 
presence is ghostly; Lanegan's voice, face, 
career, lyrics and persona stink of tough guy, 
tough life and tough decisions made. And 
while the heaviness of theTwins record, 
his QOTSA appearances and his own 
Screaming Trees allow him to play the hard 
man, Campbell softens him up and allows 
introspection. She is the angel to Lanegan's 
devil. She pulls the strings, drives the car, 
lights the fags, and sits on his shoulder 
directing him. What is remarkable is how 
hard he listens. 
Tom Howard 



Turner Cody 



First Light (Boy Scout) 

Music that references Gram Parsons 
and blues-driven boogie-woogie, and 
incorporates the trumpet, sax and clarinet 
of some dude from Beirut (the band) doesn't 
need to be dull, worthy or stuff only yr dad 
will listen to. . .oh wait. I am a dad. Shit. 
Turner Cody -erstwhile touring bassist 
with Herman Dune and 'leading light' on 
Brooklyn's anti-folk sene (they're the ones 
who can actually p/aytheir instruments) - 
has crafted an album full of jovial, intricate, 
urban folk songs that critics from Uncutand 
The Observer\Nou't be slow to lavish praise 
on (for his 'mature songwriting' abilities, 
doubtless) and yet is still utterly charming 
and not for one second 'dad'-ish. Trust me, 
I'm a parent. 
Everett True 



Crystal Castles 



Crystal Castles (Last Gang/PIAS) 

You know it's soulless. Dancefloor 
decadence. Music for scenesters to knock 
their knees to in micro-movements behind 
their decks as they eye up the next pretty 
thing to glide by. They're building a formula 
to cult success: haven't we all been the 
scenester, the DJ or the bright young thing, 
at some point or other? Had affectionate 
contact with the digital age, found a false 
thread of warmth across a computer 
somewhere? It's a cold image, yet you want 
want want it; they give in small packages - 
beats condensed and mussed-up thrash 
edges tied into electro knots. With Alice's 
voice, there are moments of transparent 
beauty. Then, elements come together like 
something of an epiphany. The odds are 
crunching. You'll like the aesthetics, the 
deceptive smoothness. Although you can't 
locate its soul, it's hard not to be swayed. 
Hannah Gregory 



David Karsten Daniels 



Fear Of Flying (Fatcat) 

Intimate fretwork: Check. Beard: Check. 
Wavering vocals mapping a dusk-obscured 
geography of doubt (in self and especially in 
others): Check. Last year's Sharp Teeth was 
startling and bewitching, so all the stateside 
alt. roots ingredients are also here, 
embellished with otherworldly curveballs, 
a contrasting palette of sheet-metal guitar, 
string drone and stomp-along fuzz 
meltdown. Microcosmic pleasures thrive 
here: the woodwind and strings of opener 
'Wheelchairs' don't swell in the background 
so much as haunt it like cotton-candy 
phantasms. The anti/religious musings 
previously aired are manifest in the clap and 
holler of 'Oh Heaven Isn't Real', a born-again 
atheist's hymnal birthed 'twixt Danielson and 
some hair-raising outdoor mountainfolks' 
church. This is a lusciously bruised document. 
James Papademetrie 



Vantage Point (V2) 

So, y'know those people, those good folks 
you kinda like, who you couldn't ever 
imagine being friends with? Well, this album 
is them. Something to while away time, to 
raise a smile but not a laugh, to maybe make 
you tap your feet, to leave your heart and 
head untouched. The above sounds far 
harsher than it's intended to. Vantage Point 
isn't robotic, or soulless. It's differently 
human in different moments, sad and 



hopeful and a little lambent on songs like 
'Popular Culture'; rigid, machinelike, funky 
on 'The Architect'. There's turbulence and 
rhythm elsewhere, fuzzed guitars too. So 
there are emotions there, head and heart, 
but there's just not enough of either. It's 
simultaneously good, and frustrating that it's 
not more, and somehow unapproachable. 
An odd fish, for sure, and to put it in the best 
roundabout manner that I can: it does things, 
but it doesn't do anything. 
Ben Hoyle 



El PerroDel Mar 



From The Valley To The Stars 
(Memphis Industries) 

If pop is the modern, secular form of sacred 
music- grasping at transcendence through 
earthly love -then El Perm Del Mar is, oh, 
I dunno, Bach, maybe? On this "reflection 
on the idea of heaven ", Sarah Assbring takes 
the divinus materia of Sixties pop and strips 
it down, fragile, winsome, and lovely. The 
likes of 'Inner Island' and 'Do Not Despair' 
are sparse, dreamy and mantric, floating on 
sweet organ, slowly decaying piano, soft 
horns and her irresistible voice, closer to 
devotional music than traditional pop. And 
whilst it's a tad overlong, this is redeemed 
by the trio of pieces that end the record: an 
afterlife communion rendered in exquisite, 
delicate orch-pop, three-minute ballads 
trembling on the edge of eternity: "These 
days you are a memory. . . Don 't mean it's 
over/Just means you're never-ending ". 
Daniel Barrow 



The Fall 



Imperial Wax Solvent 
(Castle/Sanctuary) 

Don't trust anyone who tells you Mark E 
Smith lost it after the mid-Eighties. The last 
four or five Fall albums have seen Smith 
streamlining the group's two-drums-good, 
one-riff-best aesthetic via the binary 
methods of modern production. The result is 
digital Kraut rockabilly, played on Imperial 
Wax Solvent with reassuring precision. 
There's phosphorescent electro on 'Taurig' 
and21stcentury/W/ggefson'lsThisNew', 
and everything pretty much feels somehow 
vital, something you've probably not read 
about The Fall for some time. Shuttling 
between dB zones, splintering hard into 
electronic red on 'Exploding Chimney', the 
whole thing's quite often so disorienting it 
reminds me somehow of Chrome circa Half 
Machine Lip Moves. Best Smith lyric this 
time, out of many choice examples: "My boss 
- he has the imagination of a gnat". 
Jon Dale 



The Futureheads 



This Is NotThe World (Nul) 

Dropped following their second album, 
Futureheads return on their own label for 
777/s Is Not The World. The barber-shop 
harmonies of their debut have been replaced 
by polished backing, while the wistful, 
freewheeling experiments of yore give way 
to skewed pop, full of vim and intent. 'The 
Beginning Of TheTwist' will soundtrack boys 
purchasing tight jeans inTopman, while 
'Sleet', all Elvis Costello grumbling and 
Squeeze wit, comes on like a 'best of the 
Eighties' mash up. It's a pretty good show, 
and although you yearn for a bit of oddness, 
after their recent experiences you can 
understand why they're playing it safe. 
Natalie Boxall 
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I felt the earth move 

Words: Frances Morgan 
Illustration: Kai Wong 

Asva 

What You Don't Know Is Frontier (Southern) 

There was one time I thought about how the world 
would end. A few of us woke, opened our eyes on 
a darkness that pressed soft against them. I heard 
their voices, and mine, testing quietly that we still 
had voices. Nothing echoed: there was nothing to 
echo against. We walked slowly upon a warmed 
earth, each one thinking of what was not there 
anymore, towards vague glows in the sky that 
vanished as they appeared, back into the dark that 
was fine-grained and soft like sand. Absence was 
all we could hear, louder than footsteps. Absence 
was all that was left, and so we heard every texture 
and nuance of it, the way eyes strained into 
darkness see pinpoint patterns and phantom 
flickers. Absence had been waiting for a long time 
for us to hear it, and it was beautiful. 

Asva's second album seems to start from that 
place of warm darkness and humbling, majestic 
absence - seems to explore it, and then build out 
of it new structures of great simplicity and gravity. 
It is not apocalyptic, though, nor is it post- 
apocalyptic. It is doom only in genre, not in actual 
effect. It rarely deals in bleakness, despite the 
diminished intervals, the thunderous, serrated riffs, 
the ominous low-end that you expect from the 
former Burning Witch personnel of bassist G Stuart 
Dalhquist and drummer/vocalist B.R.A.D. 

What You Don 't Know. . . 's form echoes that of 
Asva's 2005 release, Futurists Against The Ocean: 



four predominantly instrumental tracks whose 
strong melodicism seems often encroached upon 
and almost eroded by shifting forces of noise and 
chaos, yet is never quite subsumed by it. This gave 
Futurists... a precarious timbre, almost alien in 
places; here, the first 1 minutes of 'Christopher 
Columbus' hover on the edge of atonality with 
brittle cymbals announcing a rasping, stickily 
distorted bass and a quietly relentless guitar drone 
that bottoms out into a whirring, echoing, 
growling emptiness before the melodic theme 
finally kick in as coda rather than foundation. 

As before, Asva's command of noise is such 
that it feels almost environmental: the breaking 
up of ice or rumble of earth tremor; an amplified 

Asva's command 
of noise is such 
that it feels almost 
environmental 

cloud-shift. This is a hard trick to pull off, but when 
it works (and the atmospheric touch of producer/ 
electronics manipulator Randall Dunn ensures that 
it does) the effect is of a relationship with melody 
that's as unspoken and graceful as that between 
a snowflake and a howling blizzard. But What You 
Don't Know. . . brings melody to the fore more than 
its predecessor, with the almost anthemic 'A Game 
In Hell, Hard Work In Heaven' providing the 
album's centrepiece. Built around an organ riff, the 
brief tune repeats, grows, hardens from mournful 
keys to martial guitars - a prayer growing into 
a force beyond reckoning; or, more prosaically, 



a simple tune gathering meaning through 
repetition. It echoes both Earth's recent organ-led 
work and - oddly - 'Warszawa' from Bowie's Low, 
with the added oddity of vocalist Holly Johnson's 
devotional-sounding ululations. Johnson, who has 
sung with the overtone ensemble Seattle Harmonic 
Voices, has a voice like a snake's tongue, like fire 
flicking at paper, and it's not an easy voice, yet- 
like all the album's more unexpected sonic 
ingredients - it is placed sparsely and with 
inarguablecare. 

Vocal-wise, there's nothing on What You 
Don't Knowto rank alongside the sinister chorale 
provided byJessika Kenneyand B.R.A.D on 
Futurists. . . ' final track - but there's nothing on 
Futurists. .. ' like What You Don't Know. . . 's closer. 
20-plus minutes long, it gathers all the album's 
elements into an immense whole, a slow, elastic 
bassline prefiguring crashes and crunches of 
drum, bass and guitar that bite and rend with 
a solemn finality. 

And yet, despite its weight, 'A Trap For Judges' 
isn't grandiose or remote or monolithic, or any of 
those other words in the doom thesaurus. Instead, 
as the flutter of the organ mists the edges of the 
track and settles into a tentative drone and another 
hymnal melody, the effect is of something huge 
and far away, but so close, as close as the warm 
spaces inside the body. If What You Don't Know 
Is Frontier serves as defence against darkness, it's 
because it reaches out to it, makes peace with its 
impersonal, comforting power. I would like it with 
me at the end of time, when we're among the 
last people left, watching canyons break open in 
a tired earth. 



7 Guitars With A Cloud Of Milk (Loaf) 

Attention Deficit Twee (ADT) from Paree, 
sporting a deadpan melancholee, clowning 
like early Beck and Moldy Peaches. A 
seamless sequencing job mixes ghetto- rap 
rendered in Tourette's ('Puree Hip-Hop'), 
to the sad, economical story of a horse, from 



paddock to paste in 41 words ('Tibididim'). 
Gable reside on the same apple tree as 
Herman Dune, a thin, wobbly branch 
frequented by evil squirrels who make the 
trio do bad things like write the loveliest 
group suicide song ever ('No One Knows 
Why'), which also makes it the creepiest. 
Shane Moritz 



Gnaw Their Tongues 



An Epiphanic Vomiting Of Blood 
(Burning World/Crucial Blast) 

The title gives prior warning, but little 
can prepare you for GnawTheirTongues' 
physical intensity and mordant misanthropy. 
An EpiphanicVomiting Of Blood plunges up 
to the wrist in the decaying viscera of all 



things macabre and minor key. The blend of 
lurching, mausoleum-grade doom, Grand 
Guignol orchestrations and horripilating 
shudders of electronics under duress is about 
as cathartic an aural assault as a body can 
bear. A death-fixated blast from the abyss, 
totally necro, utterly brutal. 
Richard Fontenoy 
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THE SIAN ALICE GROUP 

59,59 

"SAG treat* mu&k that cculd ioundtrack your 
wildest dreams H Daied & Confnsedi "BeaiiihiL 
lush, dreamy and ethw&al but chene^ a dark, 
rainy spumes! at its core that ietJ it apart 
from » many ejfpnimenta] groups H Vi« 






CAPTAIN PHOENIX 

ufL mtPEk mr 

'"British pastoral pop meets folk-blues. Burrows 

has one of those luge voice that has you 

tracking back ihrojgh pop history" 

Dan Cairns (Sunday Times) 
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HAYBESHEWILL 

mot m WJUtr of mm 

"HajlBshewill travel* (N road Usi traveled The 
path that fuiM together poii-rock with dec- 
tronica and doesn t apologize for the ruugjh 

ed^M . 



HAYHAN, WATKIHS, TROU 
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it if Jtmo 

14 dynamite tracks of East London bluegrasi fea- 
turing Darren Hayman of Hefner and Date Tarter- 
s-all of The Wa*e Pictures "TFie be*t bluegnaw 
band ever" (The Lipiter) 
fOiWMA MP ro 

S0E7A 

7 OBSTACLES 

Wza mix Can-eiojiic- groovoi, urgent guitan and 
French horn with two disparate yet complimen- 
tary singers. They have been compared to Dex/'s. 
The Ex and Dterhouf. 
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YOU HOLD OH 10 WHATS NOT REAL gH 



"Untitling & wonderfully unH|UG H ZeFO. H Bireatritak 
ingjy delicate" Organ. "Chilling, affect ng, despon- 
dent and uplifting " ZeitgeiM Aso available ITiese 
thingi J - "be ajrifol 
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ELECTRIC WISDOM SOUND SYSTEM 

Out rageous psytfiEdelic-glam-rock-mEets-dan ce 
from Japan, which manages to straddle jan> 
beatifc piano-string ambience, belting techno and 
what s-oundi like tw Hahavishnu Orchestra dry- 
humping System 7 at the Paradise Garage. 
miaow JWJHfif - w 

CANED & ABLE 

SMOKE.,. 

Parrid Bird, Martin J#ngtr, Jon Klein 4S Chris Wl with 
a i-p-irkl n£ cl Ma Holhdiy, Catatonia* Han 6*ton 
and ever* a pflura John M... in opiattd aural Wight 
from uarc to finish, by whkh tine y&u might will b* 
itraking cht eeilirajj like a long-lost friend. 

MISSION OF BURMA 

StGMAtS. CALLS A MARCHES 

"Unsettling & wonderfully unique 1 " Zero, u Breath- 
takingly Alicatt" Organ. "'Chilling, affecting, de- 
spondent and uplifting 11 Zeitgeist Also available 
ThEse things' "'bEautiful car crash of an album" 
Rocksound 
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MISSION OF BURMA 
« 

Contains (Jie 4 bonus tracks plus a never- before- 
seen DVD of an afternoon set from triE final show 
in March Gk One of the most important rock 
albums of the "30$. unavailable on CD for 3 years, 
ft out of print on vinyl since the BQj. 

4 Mum m - iw+m / a>+m 
MISSION OF BURMA 

THE HOWBLE TABW ABOUT BtiMA 

This reissue contains one unreleased track, plus a 
bonus DVD with an entire evening set from the 
final ihow in March 83. Remastered and restored 
to its correct sequence^ with I bonus tracks & 

1 2-page booklet 

jmrmh h - 2tf+m / at+m 

DOLIUM 

HEUHWNBS OH THE FKOWt 

Sheffield! Dolium take their influences from the likes 
of The Birthday Party, Pixies, Sonic Youth, Joy 
Division, Big Black and The Velvet Underground out 
the result is what die Independent V 
"mesmErisinff in its "" 
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AN AMALGAMATION OF THE FOLLOWING 
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BEAR - BIRHIKGHAH t PROBE 
SCUNTHORPE / REfLEK 

CHELTENHAM / ROAD RECORDS 
DE - EAST / ROUGH TRADE - 
ASTLE / SELECTADISC 
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Think of them as one two-headed 
young squirt in a trench coat 



two little boys 

Words: Lauren Strain 
Illustration: Duncan Barrett 

The Last Shadow Puppets 

The Age Of The Understatement (Domino) 

So here's Alex Turner, Arctic Monkeys frontman, 
singing things like "She was walking on the tables 
in the glasshouse" Instead of stuff about the liver 
damage statistics of Hunter's Bar. And here's his 
mate, Miles Kane (the Rascals), plus two more 
well-placed dudes, producer/drummer James Ford 
(Simian Mobile Disco) and virtuoso arranger Owen 
Pallett (Final Fantasy). And here's a swarm of 
strings, like mad ants or stung wasps, etch-a- 
sketching themselves onto the beginning of 
this record and setting the tone - of tension, 
melodrama and guitar histrionics more suited 
to that three-piece who hang solar systems from 
the ceiling of Wembley Stadium than two boys 
from Sheffield and the Wirral. Two boys, that 
is, famed for their no-frills, know-everything 
urban documentation. 

In comes a gallop of drums, and BANG -the 
opener is like like West Side Story for 2010 -and 
this is in no way a bad thing; nuh-uh. "I can still 



remember when your city smelt exciting", Turner 
leers, hinting that the concrete jungle is a less 
fertile land for situational inspiration than it used 
to be. It's never merely his acerbic South Yorkshire 
accent that grants him this disapproving 
commentator's edge - it's in the way he 
enunciates: consonants switch from glottal to 
serrated, his delivery from obnoxious to fogged 
and vulnerable. If I was his mum, I'd be entering 
him into all sorts of Public Speaking contests. You 
can barely hear Kane, but this is partly the point: 
you're not supposed to identify the seams as they 
swap lead vocals, but to think of them as one two- 
headed young squirt in a trench coat, if you will. 

Obsessing over themes of enclosure and 
suspicion, Turner and Kane thrash about above 
lush instrumentals. Pallett's gymnastic strings 
trapeze from augmented lows to diminished 
highs - there are preludes, postscripts, stories 
in them. Infrequently, there are monks. Yeah. 
Monks. Baritone, cloistered in dripping crypts, 
wordlessly reciting underneath 'Only The Truth'. 
This could so easily not work - and, separately, 
these songs wouldn't: out of context, they'd be 
laughably theatrical. I mean, The Age Of The 
Understatement? Is it supposed to be ironic 



that this single's video features the two men 
wandering a desolate Russia populated by tanks 
and chanting infantry? Slow-roving across tundra, 
cannons a-ready, with Turner and Kane looking 
uncomfortable in their designer bootees sat astride 
chugging engines? Or is it illustrating exactly what 
the title implies: that we pretend everything's OK, 
when really there are people out in the sticks 
destroying more or less everything; that we talk 
about the most surreal, violent things like they're 
humdrum necessities? I dunno. But I'd like to think 
it's the latter, rather than just an example of two 
guys thinking it'd be cool to ride a killing machine 
for a music video. 

It's testament to the talent and dedication of 
these two sprogs that they've put the time, work 
and ideas into something relatively divergent from 
their comfortable cash cows (well, in Turner's case), 
when a huge percentage of the egocentric milieu 
that wetly slopped into the spotlight in the wake of 
the Monkeys would be happy to sit on their arses 
swigging lager and going to the occasional awards 
show. It's props to Turner and Kane for having the 
energy and-ahh! -friendshipto push themselves, 
and not go slobbering off over the horizon wearing 
cravats and sucking on fags. Bravo. 



Hadouken! 



Music For An Accelerated Culture 
(Atlantic) 

It's a real shame Hadouken ! don't 
understand that to be Zeitgeist is stronger 
than to be a commentator on the Zeitgeist. 
'That Boy that Girl' is still a great song 
because the Hoxton Hero and the Indie 
Cindy they're mocking are very clearly them 
and their fans, and the superficiality of style 
that they deride is only as shallow as their 
nu-metal interpretation of grime. Where they 
err is when they ask to remedy social ills 
instead of simply reflecting social practices. 
When they truly sound concerned with the 
character of today's youth, zombiefying their 
brains in front of PlayStations, they reveal an 



alarmingly conservative streak, confusing 
a slight irritation with modernity and real 
ideology without ever being quite 
Nietzschean enough to embody both cure 
and disease. Some stomping tracks nearly 
recapture that euphoric moment when the 
Chemical Brothers promised something 
totally new would overtake the club/rock 
divide, but an apparently sincere 
commitment to 'real' music, singing and 
songwriting hinders pure genius. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Half Makeshift 



Omen (Profound Lore) 

The portents do not bode well. Not when you 
name your final album Omen and package it 



with recurring symbols and chess boards, 
headless bodies staring you out, empty 
letterheads and scientific diagrams. What is 
the point in having tools of communication 
when no one is listening?The music on 
Nathan Michael's last document as Half 
Makeshift equally unsettles. It seeps forth 
into your room, a choking, rumbling smog, 
on one hand ploughing the Sunn 0))) axis of 
guitar doom, but somehow far more 
desolate and spent- no god or devil in here, 
just vast, barren spaces, at times erupting 
into hissing, bubbling geysers sounding like 
some giant entity trying to escape this awful, 
charred emptiness. Afinal vision of a burned 
out, uninhabitable husk of a place. 
Euan Andrews 



Hay man, Wat kins. Trout 
And Lee 



Hayman, Watkins, Trout And Lee 
(FortunaPop!) 

Members of Hefner, The Wave Pictures 
and Ellis Island Sound have found a strange, 
careless, nasal harmony playing bluegrass 
together. It ain't American roots music- it's 
an album born of Darren Hayman's London 
home. It's kinda dumb, and kinda brilliant. 

Covers of Townes Van Zandt and 
The Mountain Goats have made it on, 
alongside modern takes on a bygone era 
called things like 'Bethnal Green' and 'Dirty 
TubeTrain'. It's all a fecking good knees-up, 
an Irish jig, a hardTexan farm-life, a barn 
dance and shagging your sister all scraped 
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death from below 

Words: Noel Gardner 

Illustration: Super 8 

Scott Kelly 

The Wake (Neurot) 
Steve Von Till 

A Grave Is A Grim Horse (Neurot) 

The Wake's sleeve features a sepia tone, a ruined 
building rising from the sea and some birds circling 
high above. A Grave Is A Grim Horse has a black 
and white pencil drawing of some trees, an owl 
and a disembodied arm. If you're coming at these 
records as someone with a pronounced taste for 
gothic American folk, rather than someone who 
really likes Californian experimental metal band 
Neurosis and figures that two members' solo 
albums might be worth a punt, you might have 
got a tinnitus headache from the Cliche Alarm 
before either disc slides in. You'd probably be wise 
to step over this, mind. 

Scott Kelly and Steve Von Till, both vocalist 
and guitarist for Neurosis, have respective form 
in this field, with a few solo albums apiece. Von 
Till's Lashing The Rye, recorded as Harvestman, 
is an especially good rustic/rusted wander into 



psych-folk gloom. Fairly refreshingly for this kind 
of sideproject, their solo work isn't suffused or 
blocked out by the legacy of the day-job band - 
although it's true that while earlier, metal-bashing 
Swans lurk large in Neurosis' canon, Kelly's slow, 
largely acoustic death-rattle blues owes plenty 
to Michael Gira's subsequent unplugged work. 
Additionally, both have a massive jones for 
Mark Lanegan, who may not have invented this 
type of delivery -gothic sermonising from people 
who wouldn't be allowed in the same map 

Transcendental 
feelbad music 

reference as an actual sermon - but who has 
tweaked his deadpan delivery until it's inextricable 
from his personality. The spectres of Tom Waits, 
Townes Van Zandt, PW Long and The Handsome 
Family scatter themselves across both these discs, 
A Grave. . . harbouring a Townes Van Zandt cover 
in the form of 'The Spider Song'. 

That Neurosis' extracurricular activity should 
here manifest itself in two records, released 
concurrently on the in-house label, sounding this 
similar, is a curious scenario. It's not a problematic 



one though, really: there's a lot to lose yourself in, 
the production values practised in Neurosis just as 
meticulous here but considerably more minimalist. 
Tftel/l/a/ce is wholly percussion-free, and likely the 
better for it; A Grave. . . spreads delicate brushes 
across weary-sounding canvasses of pedal steel 
and part-time Hammond and strings. And is likely 
the better for it. These guys may be genre dabblers 
to an extent, but you can guarantee they know 
how to put the best face on their chosen sound. 

Is there any reason beyond the obvious to 
recommend these to heavy Neurosis heads? That is 
to say, can you pick out the metal, sludge or doom 
from the carcasses of these two albums? It requires 
some instinctive projection and extrapolation at 
times, but yes, you can. Von Till's 'Western Son' 
("The grain withers on the stalk as they curse the 
strain/Darkness will dose in on any seed that 
remains" -that shit is funeral doom, pal) drags a 
spectral, disquieting clang into what was mainly 
a listenable, if bleak, experience. Both he and Kelly 
have immersed themselves in transcendental 
feelbad music for over two decades now - one 
genuinely wonders as to their ability to let a little 
light and optimism shine in. Even if they wanted to. 
Which they almost certainly wouldn't. 



into one mandolin fuelled, violin stoked, 
small-town fete. 
Tom Howard 



Howlin' Rain 



Magnificent Fiend (Birdman/American) 

Let's head back to the Seventies, where 
(rock) organs wobbled freely and 
saxophones were sexy; where lyrics about 
Jesus, wind and fire were life-affirming and 
where the axe solo bridging the second 
chorus to the key change were obligatory. 
Where rhythm geetar jams were greeted 
with "let's do it maaan! " Or, wait: let's just 
listen to Howlin' Rain. Having somewhat 
missed their decade, this Californian five- 
piece peddle trad-rock, complete with the 



smoked strainings of Ethan Miller's vocals 
and their oft-plodding, igneous structures. 
But it's all pleasantly unhairy, and more 
blues-rock than booze-rock: there's genuine 
lightness in the swimming, summery bass 
of 'Nomads'. But there are also lyrics like 
"And that was the dawning of the age of 
the cannibal", and when they whack out 
the wah-wah on 'Goodbye Ruby', you're 
ready to retire. 
Lauren Strain 



Indian Jewelry 



Fake And Cheap (Deleted Art) 

Indian Jewelry's time is now, no messing: My 
Bloody Valentine are back, and shoegazing is 
enjoying the most unlikely revival since Noel 



Edmonds. And while a stack of wistful 
douchebags blowing in that second wind 
don't realise switching a stack of echo effects 
on isn't actually that smart on its own, IJ emit 
a genuinely fucked-up edge that hums of 
danger. Fuzz pedals the size of the sky are 
stomped with psychedelic intent, until the 
closing untitled assault, a relentless 
processed death march Trent Reznor would 
sell his blackened soul for. Fake A nd Cheap 
isn't a mere musical journey. It's a trip. 
Adam Anonymous 



Islands 



Arm's Way (Rough Trade) 

NickThorburn apparently doesn't see Arm's 
Way as a de facto solo record, but with 



drummer JamieThompson having jumped 
ship, he's free of the last remnants of The 
Unicorns, free of anybody who'd suggest 
a 1 2-minute long semi-instrumental about a 
guy being hanged is a bad idea. Here he's 
spewing cynicism, spitting paranoia, howling 
"The kids don't know shit", spinning his 
misanthropy into some sort of baroque pop/ 
soft rock/uh, prog-calypso chimera. It's way 
beyond over-egged, yetThorburn seems 
to have staggered into some fantasy realm 
where even his most obnoxiously self- 
aggrandising ideas don't just work, but 
work brilliantly. There's not pomposity, 
but incandescent joy in these wounded 
shards of sound, euphoria in the collapse. 
Andrzej Lukowski 
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mind blown 

Words: Stevie Chick 
Illustration: Linda Coulter 

Future soul queens, 
microphone visionaries, 
and the puzzling, 
perplexing sound 
of losing the plot 




Erykah Badu: NewAmerykah Part One (4th World War) (Motown) 
Daedelus: Love To Make MusicTo (Ninjatune) 

Infinite Livez Vs Stade: Morgan Freeman's Psychedelic Semen (Big Dada) 
Subtle: Exiting Arm (Lex) 



I have no doubt though that, a year from now, 
I'll still be losing myself within the densely-forested 
grooves of Erykah Badu's NewAmerykah Part One 
(and doubtless also its sequel, and another, third 
Badu album promised before the year is out). 
The Fourth World War follows 2003's Worldwide 
Underground EP, itself measuring over an hour of 
dulcet soul and wilful experimentalism. That release 
- a stopgap burst recorded by Erykah and her band 
following an impromptu road-trip, the 'Frustrated 
Artist Tour', Badu undertook to combat writer's 
block-thrust the burgeoning experimentalism that 
surfaced on her second album, 2000's sublime 
Mama's Gun, to the forefront. It may have been 
bitty and piecemeal in presentation, but harboured 
tracks like the stunning 'I Want You', eight minutes 
of stuttering ice-jazz that essayed yearning with the 
effect of water-torture. 

NewAmerykah never loses this sense of 
experimentalism, of coursing electric with ideas, 
sketching widely and wildly outside the spectrum 
of her '97 debut Baduizm, the tasteful neo-soul she 
seemed to tire of the moment she finished touring 
it. It's no curio, however, Badu drawing its shrapnel 
spray of wildly varying moods, styles and textures 
into a unified focus, every diverse element making 
perfect sense in context, more than the sum of 
its parts. 

As befits an album that shifts deftly from 
the crystalline reveries of 'Me' to the brittle, 
haunted 'My People', the personal and the political 
intertwine seamlessly. 'The Cell' (a steely, corrugated 
futurefunk) and Twinkle' both possess a bleak, 
potent chill that sits brilliantly ill with the media 
caricature of Badu as kooky, arty hippy, while the 
latter's closing, paranoid monologue reminds that 
here is an artist who is Really Saying Something, and 
unafraid of being artful and sophisticated and 
complex in doing so. 



The themes are Life 
and Living It, Love and 
War, Hope and 
Desolation, and Music. 
NewAmerykah is 
awash with Music, its histories and its subtexts 
and its power, Erykah singing hosannas to hip-hop 
on the Madlib-produced 'The Healer', finding 
redemption in a Curtis Mayfield vocal loop and the 
scratchy harmonies of Georgia Ann Muldrow on 
the mournful 'Master Teacher'. Throughout, there's 
that voice, stretching far beyond the Hip-Hop Billie 
Holiday persona Baduizm staked out, resonating 
ecstasy and joy, agony and loss and, on the breath- 
taking 'Telephone', seesawing back and forth 
between these extremes, musing upon mortality 
and the afterlife, in the aftermath of friend and 



Life and living it, love 
and war, hope and 
desolation 



producer J Dilla's tragic passing. The profound 
ache of this track alone justifies NuAmerykah's price 
of entry, but 'Telephone' is just one peak among 
a suite of 1 2 songs that seems to reveal more with 
each spin, which elates, moves and provokes more 
with every subsequent listen. 4th World War's 
sequels can't arrive fast enough, but for now 
NewAmerykah is a rich feast that'll sate for months 
to come. 

Morgan Freeman's Psychedelic Semen takes 
some beating as album titles go, and serves as 
a fine indicator of the maverick thrills offered by this 
second pairing of dayglo-mental Bethnal Green MC 
Infinite Livez and continental electro-jazz improv 
group Stade. Their first, last year's Art Brut FeDe 
Yoot, was cold and awkward and brilliant; their 
second is less contrary, less angular, more 'pop' - 



albeit pop that's been left by the radiator too long, 
all warped and twisted and skronked-by-KAOSS- 
box - a murky stew of clammy synth-f unk, garbled 
soul howl and dubby weirdness. Livez is "a puzzler, 
perplexing perfection", neon marker pen in his hand 
drawing a landscape of garish caricatures, about 
which he peels unlikely and brilliant rhymes. He's 
the Only Living Boy In His Head, a place you're revisit 
compulsively, as this album's pearlescent swarm of 
compelling nonsense and hard-sense envelopes. 

Californian producer Daedelus' Love To Make 
Music To occupies a similar realm of the mind, 
a conceptual work inspired by memories of UK rave 
culture, as gleaned from a stint holidaying in London 
when he was 1 5. The sounds collated by Daedelus' 
sampler - a mush of sequencer skronk, synth-blurt 
and sunshine pop -sound like rave, but not, 
a hybridized riot that's all warm and fuzzy at the 
edges, its lens hazed with false-memory nostalgia 
and serotonin. It throws up moments of pure 
sherbety pop - if the melancholic 'Fairweather 
Friends' doesn't soundtrack some inventive mobile 
phone ad yet, it should - and moments of gonzoid 
insanity ('Hrs:Mins:Secs' plays techno like Butthole 
Surfers might have imagined it, all Stuka-strafing 
synth lines and gleeful evil robo-noise that'll leave 
noses bloodied and eyes blackened wherever it 
spins), true to the spirit of the sound, if not the 
sound of the era. And really, who wants an Ocean 
Colour Scene of Rave? 

Least edifying of this batch is Subtle's latest, 
Exiting Arm, which finds former cLOUDDEAD 
supremo Doseone following the Anticon trend and 
ditching Hip-Hop for some melange of indie-rock 
and rap. A psychedelic splatter-funk genius on 
previous releases, Exiting Arm finds Doseone and 
cohorts numbly earthbound, elliptical rhymes 
robing sub-Huskers fuzz and mid-paced, wanly- 
melodic chugs. It's a disappointment, as fellow ex- 
cLOUDDEAD Why?'s recent Alopecia LP executed a 
similar manouevre with plentiful grace and gold- 
dust: while there's nothing wrong with Exiting Arm, 
per se, its unremarkableness is surely a sin from an 
artist who typically rocks a tangent like no other. 
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crazy kind of love 

Words: Jesse Darlin' 
Illustration: Dimitri Simakis 

Cam i Me 

Music Hole (Charisma) 
Gonzales 

Soft Power (Mercury France) 

Irony is so tired, kids. Irony has become corporate 
and hip, colonialized by advertisers and all the fat 
cynics of indie demographic-mongering: just 
another bilious greycoat reason for the kids not 
to have the fun we deserve. Thank fuck, then for 
the few remaining artists who are still out there 
amusing themselves - and their audiences - for the 
pure and juicy love of it; for the possibilities 
inherent in the human voice - as with Camille's 
Music Hole; or for the delight of a good catchy 
tune and to hell with the profundity of lyric 
statement, in the case of Chilly Gonzales' newest, 
Soft Power. 

Camille and Gonzales are two very different 
artists linked by a couple of aspects: there's the 
French connection, of course - as Gonzales now 
makes his home in Paris - and there's their whimsy 
and humour. There's a sense of continuing 



experimentation here, an unselfconsciousnessso 
unhip that it's practically revolutionary. 

Neither album is particularly groundbreaking 
in terms of melodic structure: they share a soft 
and unctuous production sound, which in these 
acerbic times sounds almost painfully earnest and 
retrofied. But perhaps that's the point, post-ironic 
back-to-the-love-of-it musicianship and all that, 
with plenty of musical and lyrical references to the 
golden age of musical cheese -the early Eighties, 

Post-ironic back-to-the- 
love-of-it musicianship, 
and all that 

for these purposes scattered throughout, and 
a straight-up pop sensibility thankfully 
underpinning the whole experience. Music Hole 
is full of conventionally catchy and concept-driven 
pop songs - some of them really quite beautiful - 
but with the percussion all visceral and spitty and 
corporeal in the background it never gets too slick. 
The music hole sounds like a dark, wet place inside 
someone's body; maybe it's time to introduce 
a new euphemism for that other holiest hole, 



or anyplace deep inside yourself in which secrets 
are kept. 

Irony was the teenage sneer of those of us who 
were born in the late Seventies and Eighties; what 
separated us from our parents. Gonzales and 
Camille have been there and done that, Camille 
primping out languid punk covers for Nouvelle 
Vague, Gonzales pimpin' along in silly-ass comedy 
hip-hop outfit Puppetmastaz, but these new 
records are unashamedly musical, fearlessly post- 
ironic. It takes me back to a strange place. When 
I was a kid I listened enrapt to Golden Hits on Radio 
Two and spent ecstatic Sunday afternoons lying on 
my back and enjoying those sax solos and hand 
claps and multi-part harmonies like I'd enjoy French 
kissing and smoking pot later on. Or more, maybe, 
before I learned that it was a thing to be ashamed 
of, like wanting to wear your mother's clothes, or 
playing bum-hole games. But now Gonzales -a 
big ol' thing, both butch and camp - busts out 
'Slow Down', which has both saxophone and 
hand-claps, and Camille has made an entire album, 
an entire career, of subverting the multi-part 
harmony, and after 1 5 years in the closet I hardly 
know what to think, but there's a funny feeling in 
my music-hole, and I think it feels nice. 



July Skies 



The Weather Clock (Make Mine Music) 

There are two ways to cast a sympathetic 
glance back to the days of Glorious Albion. 
You can follow the Morrissey route, inventing 
an English past which never existed and then 
blame some foreigners for ruining it. Or you 
can approach it like Anthony Harding, with 
a gentler, more believable narrative. 
Believable, perhaps, because his sensuous, 
Durutti-esque guitar washes create a state of 
mind so soft and malleable that with a few 
further nudges (talking clocks, rattling trains, 
flourishing hillsides) this version of England 
inevitably feels like bliss. Each delayed note 
akin to the arrival of light from a distant star, 
each whispered line hanging like breath on 



a crisp morning. Longtime Skies-watchers 
will be familiar with the formula, though the 
lowing woodwind of 'Holidays To Wales' and 
backbone of keys on 'Broadcasts For Autumn 
Term' show an expanding range. This is a 
shimmering world with an ever-present 
regret-that it will all fade in time, like 
illusory pools on a summer road. 
Peter Parrish 



Dan Kaufman 



Force Of Light (Tzadik) 

Dan Kaufman might be best known for his 
output with Brooklyn's theremin-charged 
experimentalists Barbez, but here goes under 
his own name to offer up a dedication to Paul 
Celan, whose dark poetry was written under 



the twin clouds of Auschwitz and the death 
of his parents. The music, contributed by 
several members of Barbez, is fittingly 
sombre, but also too often typical of a 
particular brand of rockist chamber music 
that's starting to hit saturation point. 
No question, every instrument (included 
theremin) is beautifully played, every note 
is perfectly placed - but this clinical 
execution suffocates the soul this subject 
so deserves. Only one element rises above 
the post-GY!BE quagmire which, inevitably, 
is Celan's poetry; his evocatively austere 
imagery tumbles from the lips of Fiona 
Templeton in a subtle Scottish lilt that is, 
at times, quite haunting. 
Spencer Grady 



Rabbit Habits (Anti-) 

These Philadelphians sound like Hallowe'en 
in a Dr Seuss movie - all weird creatures, 
wonky plants and percussion like someone's 
bonking the bones of a great big spine. Big, 
ghoulish choruses of headless clowns squeal 
their way over carnival rhythms, and 
xylophones are tickled to sound like a self- 
conscious tarantula toppling down the 
Addams Family staircase. Honus Honus' 
voice is like that of a drunkard ringleader, the 
brass like the tipsy pitch and yaw of a circus 
on its last legs. Darker moments mean they 
veer (just) clear of the whimsical, the perfect 
soundtrack for a Beetlejuice-themed party. 
Lauren Strain 
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night moves 

Words: Anna-Marie Fitzgerald 
Illustration: Olimpia Zagnoli 

Ellen Allien 

Sool (BPitch) 

Formidable record label head, casual fashion 
designer and full-on disc mistress Ellen Allien 
might be my hero forever, but even the loyalty 
(and patience) of her biggest fans will be tested 
by this relentlessly sparse trip with her into the 
Berlin state of mind. During opening track 
'Einsteigen' (that is, 'Enter'), we glide into the 
incidental buzz of the city. As bustle crackles over 
one single note tapped out over and over again, 
a voice over a loudspeaker announces that the 
train's arrived at Alexanderplatz station, which is 
where we begin our journey. 

This Berlinette, this Stadtkind has made a 
record - her fourth solo stretch - that's borne 
of mornings becoming afternoons behind the 
tinted windows at Ostbahnhof minimal institution 
Berghain. SOOL was dragged out of a stupor, its 
dot-to-dot skeleton etched like clouds onto the 
dawn and viewed from the banks of the Spree at 



parties where the phrase 'don't forget to go home' 
was invented. It is now and always has been the 
city (and what else?) that pulses through her veins, 
while on the outside her skin's baked in a glaze of 
last night's (or was it the night before?) sweat. 
If Ms Allien's last solo LP Thrills was a celebratory 
but patchy, loved-up and danced out session, and 
that faultless Apparat collaboration Orchestra Of 
Bubbles set the emo-techno standard, SOOL is 

Switch to that 
rattled, addled, 
empty six o'clock in 
the morning brain 

a severing and a step beyond. With the help of 
east German sound re-structuralist (and guest 
producer) AGF, she racks out the electronic test 
tubes for some intense sonic experimentalism, 
to once again redefine the boundaries of her 
shifting soundscape. So 'Elphine' climbs to a 
spooky crescendo with whistles (human and tin) 
and the brassy thrum of trumpets and oboes; the 



brooding minimal of 'Its' is pinned down with a 
Jaws bassline and 'Bim' throbs with a blood-in- 
your-ears heartbeat. 

Where there are vocals, they're chopped up 
to reverberate around the beats, as if the bones of 
the album have been left half bare, those clipped 
voices trapped in an echo chamber. 'Sprung' 
makes tentative, paranoid steps towards the dance 
floor, with an acid-deep beat and haunting 
fragments of a memory of a party that might have 
happened some time before strung out across five 
deliriously lost minutes. 'Frieda', then, interrupts 
the blissed out blips nine tracks in - it's a swoony, 
semi-pastoral ballad which Ellen tenderly addresses 
(in English) to her "sun", making me wonder 
whether she expected anyone to actually make 
it to the end of the album. For whoever braves it 
that far, closing track 'Out' is slashed through with 
the metallic-sounding swishes of a sword to the 
drip-drip rhythm of a broken tap. It's hard to 
recognise Ellen here at all: you have to roll back 
your head, switch to that rattled, addled, empty six 
o'clock in the morning brain and allow yourself to 
slip in between the sounds, contract and expand 
when she tells you to. 



Mothlite 



The Flax Of Reverie (Southern) 

There's a feeling of delirium to Mothlite's 
debut, a whirling carousel of imagery and 
soundscapes which ripples from delicacy 
to tightly-controlled bursts of impressive 
energy. The simple description might be post- 
modern prog-opera; a better explanation 
would take around 50 minutes, and a deep 
listening with possible captivation by 
intricate and occasionally overpowering 
beauty as a consequence. Antti Uuismaki 
and Daniel O'Sullivan have constructed a 
widescreen cinematic parade which is as 
likely to burst into epic song as to flicker with 
cut-up studio cleverness; to rumble past on 
digital rhythms and frenetic percussion, and 
to shimmer on the bright keys of a solo piano 



or the breath of a clarinet as with strings 
and FX in darkly swept ambiences. By turns 
reflective, dramatic and passionate, The Flax 
Of Reverie is also often breathtaking in the 
scope and focus of its ambition. 
Richard Fontenoy 



NicoMuhly 



Mothertongue (Bedroom Community) 

These three distinct suites are linked by a 
love of language. Atorrent of spoken and 
sung text recalling the best of Meredith 
Monk and Laurie Andersen, the title piece 
gently ratchets up the emotion quotient with 
a breathless piece of sugary string bombast. 
Maybe the closest comparison is Johann 
Johannsson's The Sun's Gone Dim And The 
Sky's Turned Black, both boasting flowing 



scores that feel less composed than 
mainlined direct from the arteries of their 
architects' furiously beating hearts. The two 
remaining works aren't as strong, but still 
mark out Muhly as one to watch. While 
'Wonders', which incorporates fragments 
from a sonnet about sea monsters by King 
James I, simply revisits many of the ideas 
explored in 'Mothertongue', 'The Only Tune', 
rides out on a deliciously countrified finale 
that might be the best song Souled American 
never recorded. 
Spencer Grady 



Mystery Jets 



21 (sixsevenine) 

This is the Mystery Jets Mk II: having 
jettisoned Daddy Harrison and his record 



collection, it's the sound of a band embracing 
their own cultural references. It's an 
unabashed Eighties revival, complete with 
a sax solo on the ABC-esque 'Two Doors 
Down' and a killer chorus and deep-voiced 
spoken interlude on 'MJ'. Hiring Erol Alkan 
as producer was a good idea; his brash 
mixing and inventive sampling adds an 
essential grittiness to what might otherwise 
be a shiny but slight collection of pop songs. 
Blaine's distinctive skewed metaphors are 
still present on tracks like 'Umbrellahead', 
accompanied by a jabbing, unbalanced 
piano. The meandering synths and straight- 
ruled guitar on 'First To Know' has a whiff of 
The Strokes about it. 2 1 is not without its 
flaws, but within are unexpected pleasures. 
Nat Davies 
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Go home, take your pills, 
and wait for instructions. 



spirit guide 

Words: Abi Bliss 
Illustration: Bethan Algieri 

The Advisory Circle 

Other Channels (Ghost Box) 

Don't believe what your parents tell you - the real 
Sixties and Seventies were all about chase scenes 
involving Routemaster buses and bowler-hatted 
criminal masterminds; zero-gravity orgies under 
binary star sunsets, and futuristic consumables 
that merely to gaze upon would caress away the 
dust from the mind's eye, unleashing lysergic 
rainbows. At least, that's how it was if you were 
a piece of library music. 

If the past few years have seen compilations 
such as Barry 7's Connectors pay tribute to that 
optimistic world where there was a synth sound 
to describe every facet of modern life, Other 
Channels imagines its flipside. Instead of springing 
from the studio ready to swing in suburban 
sitcoms, gad around with adverts or spend a 
morning with the testcard girl, this could be the 
library music that was left on the shelf, forlornly 
gathering dust with only the paranoid mutterings 
of public information films for company. 



The Ghost Box ethos is one of hauntology: 
reanimating the lost promises of new towns, 
atomic technology and postwar utopianism as 
ghosts to join with an older England of folklore 
and paganism. But having previously fished around 
in the collective nostalgia pool in his King Of 
Woolworths guise, here Jon Brooks flees to the 
suburban fringes of the label's fictional epicentre, 
Belbury, holing himself up in a fortress of analogue 
synths. Inside is refuge from the brave new world 
where the crisply paternal voices who deliver links 
between educational programming and those 
warning of impending nuclear attack- "Civil 
defence is common sense" -are chillingly similar. 
'Mogadon Coffee Morning' blinks repeatedly in 
an attempt to focus upon snippets of gossip and 
talk of soft furnishings, but is lured away by woozy 
noodling that spirals languidly like synchronised 
swimming for the unconscious. You're not even 
safe inside your mind, though: 'Fire, Damp & Air', 
suggests a psyche infiltrated by TV films, where 
bereft yet sickly strings battle with consoling 
clarinets for the emotional high ground. 

Pluck up courage to venture outside, and in 
the fields behind Belbury, 'Hocusing For Beginners' 
recalls the innocent companionship of One Man 



and His Dog. In town, the sight of thin blue skies 
over the concrete curves of the newly built OU 
campus lifts the heart. But the mock-Tudor 
shopping precinct is jaunty with mandatory 
festivity, as syntho-trumpeters quack and fol-de-rol 
through 'Celebrate Michaelmas NOW!'. Betterto 
go home, take your pills, and wait for instructions. 

Abi Bliss talks to The Advisory Circle's Jon 
Brookes 

How did you first get into this kind of music? 

" Hearing it at school. Ron Geesin wrote a lot of 
quite sinister theme tunes for science programmes 
and I was really drawn to these sounds. I started 
making odd recordings with various instruments 
(and non-instruments) at a very early age. " 
What can you remember about the Seventies? 
"There was a strange optimism that pervaded the 
UK at the time: a feeling that we were somehow 
at the forefront of technology, industry and 
agriculture, even though we were probably not. " 
What's your favourite public information 
film? 

" My favourite at the moment is the 'Driver Fatigue' 
film -wonderfully bleak shots of motorways and 
service stations in winter." 



Ben Nash 



The Seventh Goodbye 

(Aurora Borealis/Blackest Rainbow) 

Where, with the unstoppable flow of work 
from the drone/improv/noise underground, 
the music can be about as amorphous as 
said genre, this release from Nash - his first 
not on tape or CD-R-sounds dangerously 
coherent. It's as if he has such a way with 
structure he can't help but turn what might 
potentially be ill-formed collections of 
textures into, well, songs. They coalesce out 
of ritualistic percussion, keening synths, 
processed cosmic-moan vocals, abstracted 
scrabbles of sax and acoustic guitar, shifting 
and morphing and then emerging fully 
fledged. Centrepiece 'Smoke And Flattery' 



transforms from a junkyard psychedelic 
ceremony to a clanging, driving soundscape 
that recalls GYBE!, Indian ritual music and 
Tuvan throat song. And while some pieces 
are mere fragments that should have been 
developed further- at 34 minutes, the album 
is already tight -they sit rather well within 
the beguiling, mesmerising whole. 
Daniel Barrow 

in the studio: ben nash 

I listened to: "Alice Coltrane. There's 
something in the combination of hypnotic 
bass groove and ecstatic improvisation that 
really pulls me in. Journey In Satchidananda 
was constantly on the record player while 
making the album." 



I watched: "Films by RainerWerner 
Fassbinder. Bleak cinema at its best." 
I ate: " I guess one of the advantages of 
making music at home is home-cooked food. 
Lots of tofu, chillis and a huge amount of 
strong coffee to fuel the late-night mixing." 



No Age 



Nouns (Sub Pop) 

NoAge = felttip punk, music coloured in 

with massive, gleeful strokes, the original 
outlines left faintly visible, treated as a 
suggestion of form rather than any set 
boundary. Well thumbed copies of Get In The 
Van and Our Band Could Be Your /./fehold 
the essence of NoAge, their name lifted from 
a 1 987 SST tape, their personal politics 



besotted with DIY living, and an active belief 
in making yr own options (veganism, all-ages 
gigs, stepping away from the computer). It's 
perfect pop, positive and awesome. Guitarist 
Randy Randall's bubblegum chord changes 
chomp down hard and fast over two-note 
hormonal figuring-outs- 'Sleeper Hold', 'Teen 
Creeps', 'Brain Burner' are as brashly 
presented and easy to follow as the posters 
on a 1 4-year-old 's bedroom wall. Singing 
drummer Dean Spunt may play it simple, but 
his crash cymbal owns the record, more than 
matching the wall of feedback loops set off 
sparingly by Randall. "NoAge is a band", to 
quote Spunt (making nouns count), and, yes, 
this band should be yr life. 
George Taylor 
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Paint It Black 



New Lexicon (Reflections) 



Cloak/Dagger 



We Are (Reflections) 

Philadelphia quartet Paint It Black serve as 
a mouthpiece for the grater-throated Dan 
Yemin, and their third album rarely suggests 
that the styles practised by his previous 
bands, the blueprint-laying Lifetime and 
Kid Dynamite, have lost their lustre. New 
Lexicon, ripe with 1 20-second treatises on 
religion and warmongering governments, is 
towards the top of the melodic hardcore tree. 
Additionally noteworthy for a production 
tagteam of former Jawboxfrontman J 
Robbins and Oktopus from Dalek, although 
attempting to figure out what the latter has 
brought to the table is largely a game of 
guesswork. American Nightmare and Count 
Me Out are the most recognisable names in 
Cloak/Dagger's arsenal of past form, but 
their clean-cut HC bluster gets dirtied up 
good on the Virginians' debut full-length. 
Guitars get screwy like Greg Ginn, Void or 
a fisherman grappling with an eel, while the 
tempo maintains a highly pleasing forward 
momentum that calls to mind a faster Hot 
Snakes or another foundation brick of 
melodic hardcore, late-Eighties DC kids Swiz. 
Noel Gardner 



The Raconteurs 



Consolers Of The Lonely (XL) 

First impression: he's smart at playing 
the marketing game, isn't he? Same as 
Radiohead before him, making a great 
display of 'releasing for fans only', thus 
ensuringThe Raconteurs' second album 
receives blanket attention. Second 
impression:TheWhite Stripes were all about 
restraint, notably held in check by star turn 
Meg White. Lose that, add a few seasoned 
local 'rock' and 'blues' musicians and 
everything loses shape. It becomes what it is: 
a blues jam is a blues jam, whether practised 
by 20-somethings or 70-somethings. Fiddles 
don't help. When this album isn't sounding 
like Wings' Live And Let Die, it sounds like 
a slightly cheesier Led Zeppelin and when 
it isn't sounding like slightly cheesy Led 
Zeppelin it sounds like a series of White 
Stripes outtakes that should have been 
cleaned up and stripped down before 
release. I have nothing against this record or 
the idea Jack White should want to express 
himself in many different forms: it's a great 
bluesy, Seventies style, shouter for folk who 
are into such beasts. I'm not. 
Everett True 



Santogold 



Santogold (Lizard King/Atlantic) 

Was wondering how to describe this lady's 
voice and spirit before seeing her album 
cover, where she's spewing a great flow of 
gold glitter. Meet Santogold's no-hold 
sparkle - generous notes of future-pop - at 
the intersection of past punk and electro- 
now. Meet her somewhere in the territory 
between Bad Brains, Ari Up, andTalking 
Heads' Remain In Light rhythms; orThe 
Bangles' 'Walk Like An Egyptian' from an 
MIA-marked present. She's already got 
the attitude, jungle patterns and shining 
bracelets, having slunk onto scene with 
Diplo, Switch and Lily some time ago. Not so 
much reconfiguring genre as assimilating 
styles as her own, she sews together threads 
of pop into something sequinned and bright. 
Hannah Gregory 



Skepta 



Rinse: 04 (Rinse) 

Given that on his latest hit, Skepta is calling 
himself the 'King of Grime', it's no surprise 
that for this - his contribution to Rinse FM- 
turned-label's mix CDs series - it's his own 
beats that dominate.There's also a lot of 
tracks from his brother JME, plus Benga 
andWiley.And if that makes itsound like a 
showcase for four of the biggest names on 
the UK urban circuit, it's because it is. Those 
that know from the dances the tracks that 
Skeppy likes to spit on will recongise 
Rebound X's 'Rhythm And Gash' and 
Silencers 'World War Four'. On top of these 
are Newham Generals' 'You Know How 
We Do', Frisco/Chipmunk and Double S's 
'Skengman Mode' and Double S's 'From 
Day', all of which are big in grime right now. 
It's Skepta's arrogance that makes the whole 
package totally irresistible, though. It opens 
with a sampled 'Bumbaclart Badman', and 
it's interspersed with cocky and funny inter- 
track combinations (when I first heard 'UFO' 
go into 'Doing It Again' I laughed out loud). 
You gotta smile. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



Amfetamin (Cold Spring) 

The name of Maniac's new project translates 
as "shit life", and there is no doubting that 
he and his friends - including Kvarforth of 
suicidal black metallers Shining — are not 
very happy at all. The title track features outre 
vocalisations from his replacement in 
Mayhem, Attila Csihar, and along with 'Slow 
Pain Coming' forms the sludgy core of the 
album. Maniac's guttural sputterings and 
growls top off the lumberingly heavy riffs, 
with electronic manipulations adding a 
fevered noise element to the apocalyptic 
doom. The remainder was recorded live, 
introduced in cascading echoes by David 
Tibet; the sound is as raw as it is visceral, 
and the headbanging is almost as audible 
as the audience chatter between songs, soon 
drowned in waves of guitars wielded with 
an earth-trembling immensity which would 
make Tony lommi proud. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Smoosh 



Free To Stay (Barsuk) 

Where the first album had simple, fuzzy, 
songs, Free To Stayhas symphonies, pounded 
out on a keyboard and drum kit, opening 
with 'Find AWay', Chloe and Asya playing 
Tortoise-like skittering drums and thick 
keyboards flooded with vocal melodies. For 
kids to be playing music so technical is 
bewildering and the lyrics bite. Teenagers 
their age can only be blunt, and when Asya 
asks, "How can you sleep at night/When 
you're drowning in all those lies? "and 
demands, "Find a way/To figure things out/ 
Calm yourself", it's a glorious kick in the 
chops. Smoosh have made an album of more 
competence than any nerdily cool band this 
year, an album twice as fun as any ironic 
indie band. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Richard Swift 



Richard Swift as Onasis 
(Secretly Canadian) 

Here is a man seemingly intent on proving 
himself to be a jack of all trades. Following 
on mere months from the future techno-bop 
incursions of Instruments of Science and 
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Headquarters 

Booker One Time (Unlabel) 
Songs Of My Lap 

The Prize (Unlabel) 
Various 

Unlaut (Unlabel) 

Three releases from Tunbridge Wells' Unlabel. 
Headquarters' Booker One Time throbs, with strings 
churning over radio static feedback, while laconic vocals 
spar with catatonic counterparts. "Let this be a warning to 
you, "wails a thoroughly Kentish accent. To end the 
brutality, twelve minutes of feedback wash over you, 
pulling you into hypnosis. The Prize, by Alex Hancock's 
Songs Of My Lap, is more restrained. With dulled guitar, 
sweeping electronics and a vocal that tries to hide at the 
back of his throat, Alex Hancock's songs are for boys and 
girls that lay awake at night, listening to songs turned down 
low, so as not to wake the ghosts. Closing track 'Dry Your 
Eyes Boy' shines: anticipatory, mournful, and addictive. 

Unlabel's Unlaut is an ambitious sweep of all things left of centre. From 
the precociously awkward Honey Ride Me A Goat, through veteran Fall-en 
angels, Joeyfat and Deadboy Racer's refined electronic wanderings, Unlabel 
steadfastly live up to all their name suggests. The mid-seizure transmissions 
of Pellethead are a welcome dose of spirit; Collides In Arc promise much 
and deliver little; Kyote's 'Roman Candles' plays by all the rules of an indie 
heartstring- tugger but does so with verve. The real fun comes as October 
All Over jostle for the joyous brutality crown. Speakers overload, dude's never 
on time but he's paying the rent. Just. And boy, is he pissed off. One minute 
and five seconds later, Cove have lulled us back into the comfort zone, doing 
up the undone. 
HayleyAvron 







Technology, Richard Swift now re-sets the 
dial forthe mythical American Fifties, gets 

out the old four-track and hammers out a 
bundle of abrupt and rudimentary rock'n'roll 
grooves for this double EP. There's a raw, 
gnarly immediacy to full-on guitar blazers 
like 'SM60' and 'JLH', while swirling organ 
on 'Opt 1 ' and 'Field Painting' brings to mind 
faded old cinemas showing Carnival Of 
Souls. I'm not sure what the point of it all 
is, but maybe there doesn't need to be one. 
Play it loud at the start of the night, even 
louder at the end when you need to keep 
drinking, smoking and dancing. It probably 
makes sense then. 
Euan Andrews 



Tapes'n'Tapes 



Walk It Off (XL) 

Tapes'n'Tapes intriguing, understated first 
album was swept into a retrospectively 
ridiculous storm of half-assed hype, the 
sort which makes a second album about as 
appetising a dead cat. Possibly realising this, 
Tapes have shorn themselves of playfulness. 
'Le Ruse' doesn't mess around, skipping out 
of speakers like a condensed Wolf Parade. 
Fridmann country arrives for 'Time Of Songs,' 
where sonic junk litters a not-very-good 
song. But then 'HangThem AH' bristles 
with purpose and finally delivers an 
unexpectedly upfront chorus-the album's 
defining moment. 

From here, the overbearing feeling is that 
Tapes are confident. Not in that grating, 
secretly insecure way, but in details like Josh 
Grier's undersold vocals on 'Say Back 
Something'. Their embellishments and 
smugness are gone, but their taut, urgent 
indie has stuck around, and is welcome to. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Tokyo Police Club 



Elephant Shell (Memphis Industries) 

Apropos of nothing, but I'm sure a couple of 
years ago it was all set for these guys to be 
crowned as the new Strokes. Certainly 



people were saying something along those 
lines aboutTPC's ultra-zippy debut EP 'A 
Lesson In Crime', which definitely had an 
insouciant brevity and distorted chop that 
conveyed echoes of New York's most 
somnambulant. That's what I remember, 
anyway, but Elephant Shell makes me 
wonder if I'm mistaken, or if the band have 
had a drastic rethink.The music still has a 
sparse, crunchy gumption, but the whole 
record is swathed, encased, engummed and 
engulfed by singer Dave Monks. His voice is a 
bewildered, effort-heavy sigh, not weary of 
the world, just utterly, utterly dwarfed by it. 
His wracked delivery and defiantly domestic 
lyrics slant Elephant Shell completely, forcing 
the chirruping music somewhere more 
interesting - a small, scared but oddly 
wholesome place. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Martina Topley-Bird 



The Blue God (Independiente) 

A memory seeps through from several years 
past.Topley-Bird in a jazz club, sucking her 
finger seductively, expensively, singing about 
sex while a band swing competently behind 
her. The Blue (Sot/finds us in an altogether 
less certain place. Less certain, but more 
adventurous, perhaps. Perhaps. For a woman 
that prides herself on having 'something to 
say', perhaps devoting an entire track, 
entitled 'Da Da Da', to singing nothing more 
"Da c/ac/a" isn't the most efficient method 
of conveying that something. Dilutes the 
message a little. Pedanticisms aside, 
however, there are some enticing moments 
in this second solo album. Her voice may lack 
the vague element of street-threat that she 
had on Tricky 's Maxinquaye but she retains a 
distinctive timbre, like Ambrosia of Shivaree, 
that pokes its head above water, and grabs at 
your attention, just as it was threatening to 
wash over you. She may have lost some of 
her verve, but The Blue God\s still a gravel pit 
in a plastic playground. 
HayleyAvron 



plan b 1 73 




brief notes 



Adem 

Takes (Domino) 

We pinned Adem 
as too whimsically 
mundane to attempt 
thecalibreof 1991- 
2001 covers on Takes. Not so: the Fridge 
man coaxes the most heart-explodingly 
wonderful sentiments from Pinback, dEUS, 
AphexTwin, Bjorkand Low with nerve- 
touching success and only a handful 
of duds. (AA) 

Elf Power 

InACave(Ryko) 

Chug-a-long slightly 
psych boogie on Elf 
Power's ninth album, 
spirit seems very much 
rooted in a 1971 of the mind, barring the 
odd modern squelchy electro sound. No 
bad thing, though, could be where Marc 
Bolan was headed had he not discovered 
Chuck Berry and electricity. (EA) 

Future Loop 
Foundation 

The Fading Room: 
Memories and 
Remixes (Just 
Music) 

Using interviews recorded with his family 
as a teenager, Mark Barrott's personal 
social history combines pulsating 
soundscapes with blissed-out rhythms. 
Electronic orchestrations give everything 
a shimmering, dreamlike feel, while 
acoustic touches pick out details of war 
reminiscences and childhood ambitions 
with heartfelt, disarming honesty. (RF) 









Grand Salvo 

Death (Reservation/ 
Spunk) 

In the time it took 
Australia's Paddy 
Mann to set this 
'incredible journey' to music, Sufjan Stevens 
orchestrated his own brand of celestial folk- 
pop. Still, it's a neat concept about a bear, 
a bird, a rat, a rabbit and a hunter. Hard to 
care about a dying rat though. And why no 
marsupials? (SM) 

j^_ /J Jesse Malin 

1 On Your Sleeve 
(One Little Indian) 

In which semi-alt- 
country Jesse bleats 
14 covers by The Hold 
Steady, ! ! ! and Lou Reed among others, 
with predictably middling results. An 
acoustic Ramones song is like the karaoke 
moment at Crewe Wetherspoons your 
uncle's been secretly waiting his whole life 
for, but un-indulgent, spare arrangements 
make the rest palatable. (TG) 

Meat Beat 
Manifesto 

Autoimmune 
(Planet Mu) 

Two decades since 
their inception and 
MBM's enthusiasm for darkside electronica 
still hasn't dulled. With dubstep's bottom- 
heavy swagger this year's sonic meme, 
'Autoimmune' sounds most vital during 
gruesome 8-bit steppas like 'Lonely Soldier' 
or the glitchy wobble of 'Less'. 







Its occasional lapses into hyperactive 
breakbeat, by contrast, sound worryingly 
dated. (BM) 

Robedoor 

Rancor Keeper 
(Release The Bats) 

This Californian kneel- 

core duo's first proper 
CD begins as standard 
psychedelic doom-drone: hums of demonic 
power fingering your cranium like death- 
bent war-planes overhead while the gates 
of Hades repeatedly clang shut behind you. 
But, by the final fifteen-minuter, with guitar 
power chords and spazz-drums battling for 
supremacy, you realise this is wrong-rock. 
Let's see those fists !(DS) 

Rogue Wave 

Asleep At Heaven's 
Gate (Brushfire) 

Opening like a cross 
between The Killers 
and My Morning 
Jacket, this record should be huge. 
But there's something about Oakland's 
Rogue Wave that doesn't go deep. 
It's a shame. This, their third record, 
hasn't improved on their impressive 
debut, which is probably why they've 
resorted to touring with Jack Johnson 
in August. (TH) 

RYN 

Astral Death 

(Unrest 

Productions) 

The UK duo of Pete 
Burn of Mazuraanand 
Dean Glaister of Romance take up treated 
guitar, metal and effects out a six-track 
debut of dusty, slo-mo drone and 
psychedelia shot in grey monochrome. 
Fusing cold textures and shimmering, 
faintly ecstatic hum, it's a harsh sort of 
ambience: a summer holiday spent making 
ash sandcastles beneath a blank, 
featureless sky. (LP) 

Someone Still 
Loves You Boris 
Yeltsin 

Pershing (Polyvinyl) 

Cheery Sunny D- 
sniffing indie-pop has 
rarely sounded this glorious in its ordinarily 
unbearable chirpiness. Maybe it's because 
SSLYBY from a town called Springfield. 
It's probably not because their eponymous 
hero is now six feet deep. Mainly it's 
because in moments like 'Modern 
Mystery' summer is here and will never, 
ever end. (AA) 

Krvi™K Kiin.il Southern 
iu**..*-^ Tenant Folk 
Union 

Revivals, Rituals 
And Union Songs 
(Ugly Nephew) 

Southern Tenant Folk Union's second 
outing of sprightly violin, rootsy close- 
harmony choruses and intricate banjo- 
picking rolls and reels with evocative 
bluegrass-tinted passion; and bittersweet 
single cut 'Cocaine' is a sing-along 
standout reminder that the devil can still 
make a stiff bargain for handing out all of 
the best tunes. (RF) 








The Thing With 

Ken 

Vandermark 

Immediate Sound 

(Smalltown 

Superjazzz) 

Mats Gustafsson's power jazz trio recruit 
Chicago tenor sax player Ken Vandermark 
for a live set at his home town's Hideout 
venue. After a honkingly uproarious 
opening comes a surprisingly 
straightforward blow-out, twin saxes 
vamping off each other in a race for the 
finish line. (EA) 

To Blacken The 
Pages 

A Semblance of 
Something 
Appertaining to 
Destruction 
(Colony) 
Seriously superior blackerthan black doom- 
laden drones from Dublin. Total immersive 
atmosphere, shut your eyes and you're 
travelling faster than light down the darkest 
of tunnels while a distantvoice implores 
that you must keep going on, further and 
further to find if there is any end in sight. 
Bloody marvellous. (EA) 









Ambrose 
Tompkins 

Are You Well? 
(ForTheSakeOf 
The Song) 

Old school pastoral 
psych with scratchy drawings: province of 
Robyn Hitchcock, Robert Wyatt and Kevin 
Ayers - lovable (frequently), laughable (but 
not in that sense) and very liveable. The 
lettering on the back cover is identical to 
old Sentridoh records. (ET) 

Various 

King Affiliates 3: 

Strictly 

Underground 

(RWD) 

King Apparel are the 
UK's "premier street brand", apparently. 
They've slung together a mix CD with their 
friends ("affiliates" sounds so formal, no?). 
Pyrelli drops into an American accent 
disappointingly quickly. Plan B is still 
talented, still annoying and samples Jose 
Gonzalez. Plastician and Virus Syndicate 
bring chaos and rare highlights. (TG) 

Vetiver 

Thing Of The Past 
(FatCat) 

Cabicandcoattheir 
most trad on this set of 
covers (these ears 
being familiar with roughly, erm, one of the 
originals; Hawkwind's 'Hurry On Sundown', 
natch) and it's a customarily beautiful work 
in which these folk/country/rock gems glow 
as though Vetiver's very own. Vashti Bunyan 
and Michael Hurley guest. (JP) 

Brief notes: Euan Andrews, Adam 
Anonymous, Natalie Boxall, 
Jonathan Falcone, Richard 
Fontenoy, Thorn Gibbs, Hannah 
Gregory Tom Howard, Ben 
Mechen, Shane Moritz, James 
Papademetrie, Louis Pattison, 
Daniel Spicer, Everett True 




Brave New Wales (FourierTransform) 

Three CDs and 48 tracks of drone, field 
recording, free improv, plunderphonics, 
space-rock and unfettered noise, 
pulchritudously packaged in a petite black 
box, all from Wales and quite possibly 
featuring no-one you've heard of. The most 
likely candidates are avant-garde harpist 
Rhodri Davies, one-time Gorky's Zygotic 
Mynci producer Gorwel Owen and Jackie-0 
Motherfucker-feted free folkers Nawadaha; 
a number of others have no releases, demos 
or online presence. Don't read this as a black 
mark against the cherishable Fourier 
Transform label, which since releasing 
Aufgehoben's raging Anno Fauve LP a few 
years back has gone above and beyond in its 
efforts to document the abrasive fringes of 
sound. It's hope beyond hope that anyone 
might like all of Brave NewWales, but quality 
control is tightly observed, with effective 
unknowns like Edwin Pang and Green End 
Listening Station cleansing and challenging 
on the sly. 
Noel Gardner 



DJ Cameo Presents Bassline Vol.1 (Gut) 

UK garage's unceremonious descent into 
champagne-quaffing excess at the turn of 
the decade, in hindsight, proved the happiest 
of accidents, with dubstep's meditative 
austerity and the gabbling social realism of 
grime stepping from the wreckage vowing 
never to let it happen again. One problem: 
some people still just want to dance. With 
its endlessly somersaulting low-end and 
coquettish lyrical microdramas running 
astride nagging four-square beats, bassline 
has thus been cast as both the solution to 
this poser, and also garage's second roll of 
the dice.This collection features most of the 
scene's key players, including a slew of tracks 
by its most exciting auteurs -T2, TS7 and 
Dexplicit.Tracks like Garage Jams' delicious 
'Snowflake' display bassline's obvious 
homage to nineties forebears like MJ Cole, 
but bouncy remixes of Dizzee's 'Flex' and 
Skepta's 'Duppy' confirm its willingness to 
use even grime's choicest cuts for its own 
delirious purpose; to make feet move. 
Ben Mechen 



Chamber Music: James Joyce (1 907), 
1-36 (Fire) 

Of Chamber Music, James Joyce's 1 907 
collection of lyric love poems, Ezra Pound 
wrote, "In nearly every poem, the motif is so 
slight that the poem scarcely exists until one 
thinks of it as set to music". This collection 
gathers versions of each of the poems from 
Chamber Music, interpreted by 36 artists, 
ranging from Flying Saucer Attack to Willy 
Mason, and including offerings by Mike Watt, 
Lee Ranaldo and Steve Shelley. The 
Elizabethan metre tempts most to folk 
readings - the stately version of '26' by 
Scottish poet Gerry Mitchell with folk 
experimentalists Little Sparta and the 
sublimely woozy '28' by Sphyr are of 
particular note -though some, like 
Tenebrous Liar, abandon notions of stylistic 
authenticity in favour of atmospheric truth. 
Joyce wrote to his Nora in 1 909, "When I 
wrote [Chamber Music], I was a lonely boy". 
Longing, it seems, is among the more 
accessible of emotions in any era. 
Petra Davis 
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lock groove 

Words: Pil And Galia Kollectiv 

Illustration: Marcus Oakley 

Existential gloom and pagan ritual: once more 
into the wreckage of the post-punk years 



Joy Division: The Best Of Joy Division (London) 
Liquid Liquid: Slip In And Out Of Phenomenon (Domino) 
Section 25: Dirty Disco (Best Of) (LTM) 
Various: Moving Soundtracks (Crepuscule) 



Joy Division were a bunch of lads from up north. 
They got the chicks and had a laugh until it all got a 
bit much and their lead singer pulled a Jim Morrison. 
Or at least so the recent biopic would have you 
think. What's missing from the hagiography is how 
their cerebral references were twinned with some of 
the most emotionally intense lyrics in popular music. 
True, the world doesn't really need another best 
of. . . compilation from a band with barely three LPs, 
but we have to admit we haven't really properly 
listened to Joy Division since high school - it's one 
of those things you just take for granted is great 
and never bother to recheck - and were happy 
to discover that the songs still sound amazingly 
complex, bridging the unbridgeable gap between 
the Saharan underworld fantasies of Burroughs and 
the passionate post-industrial emptiness of Ballard. 
They show that the schizophrenic split between the 
socially inept Curtis and his stage magnet stigmata 
martyr is only so much cinematic drama. 

What the world does need, quite badly, is a new 
comprehensive collection of Liquid Liquid songs. 
If we had chosen to use the journalistic cliche of 
'the missing link', we would have said that they are 
the missing link between Suicide and Einsturzende 
Neubauten, or perhaps MARS and Mu. But that 
would be too crude. Their songs are the ominous 
African sounds that freezes the blood in Marlow's 
veins in Heart Of Darkness: a demented European 
fantasy about the mystique of Africa, high on 



colonial blood. Liquid Liquid's music was 
inspired by Balinese folk dance, the same 
that inspired Artaud to write Theatre 
Of Cruelty, and should be seen as an 
endeavour to establish a rapport with 
the new Gods of America. Unlike other 
avant-garde attempts to deal with 
these sorts of influences which tend 
to translate traditional tribal music 
into western concepts of skill and 
individuality, they were punk in the true 
sense of the word: dilettante kids who 
liked banging on things and simply took 
up instruments because they understood 
the social value of banging on things together. 
Their tribal tug of war partners were of course 
Grandmaster Flash and Melle Mel who responded 



The singular 
moment of the 
future of a sound 
rewriting its past 



with their own musical rituals. Their appropriation 
of 'Cavern' could have produced a positive 
antagonism, ushering, as some have already 
suggested, a new phase in the exchange between 
white avant-garde and black grass root music, for 
once enabling black musicians to respond to the 
eternal appropriators. As is happened, it all ended 
acrimoniously with a lawsuit from Liquid Liquid's 
label, but we can still listen to this singular moment 
of the future of a sound rewriting its past with 
tingling ears and imagine the alternative. 

Section 25 will probably never be remembered 
as pioneers, but they do put Joy Division into 
perspective, not only in terms of epitomizing that 
distinctive Factory sound, but also in suggesting 
what might have become of Joy Division if not for 
the trauma that forged New Order as a radical break 



with what they stood for. Spanning the three 
decades from 1 978 to the present day, their Dirty 
Disco compilation features gems like the ants-in- 
your-pants urgent 'Up To You' alongside some of 
the cheesiest easy listening and dubby trip-hop this 
side of your nearest local open mic pub night, the 
kind with 'good' female vocalists that makes our 
skin crawl. The gradual evolution of moody post 
punk into smooth grooves via electronic beats is 
almost painful, making you wish you the songs were 
arranged in reverse chronology, leaving some faith 
in the idea of progress intact when the CD stops. 
Cultural history eventually finds a way to make pure 
technological progress seem ridiculous. When 
bands like the Shaman and Orbital sampled 'SXXV 
in the Nineties, their music was deemed important 
only because it was thought of as incidental proto- 
techno. Ironically, their minimal, atmospheric late 
Seventies post punk is a lot more contemporary 
than the 303 sound we were supposed to have 
now, just another silly Utopia. 

The good and bad thing about Blaine L 
Reininger's curatorial project Moving Soundtracks 
is its completely open, formal approach to cinema. 
As a collection of interpretations of songs from 
soundtracks, the album treats films as little more 
than an interchangeable bank of sounds: Godard, 
Cheech and Chong, James Bond and Fell ini are all 
thrown into the mix, regardless of context. This is 
not to say that some of the songs don't paraphrase 
the originals brilliantly: Cosy Corner's 'You Only Live 
Twice' anticipates Broadcast's radiophonictime 
travel by nearly two decades, while the generally 
fabulous Thick Pigeon disco-mutate 'Moon River' 
into Martian Calypso. Quirky cut and paste jobs like 
Quando Quango's clockwork orange banana 
slapstick are joined by more reverential takes like 
Reininger's own 'Le Mepris', but the overall attempt 
to both capture and supercede the cinematic 
experience in auditory form is impressive and 
perhaps even more relevant today, in the age of the 
pixilated YouTube clip, than it was in the Eighties, 
when video was only beginning to threaten film's 
hegemony of the visual. 
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dream friction 

Words: Noel Gardner 
Illustration: Gwenola Carrere 

The Aphex Twin 

Selected Ambient Works 85-92 (R&S) 

It was probably around 1 992, actually, my first 
encounter with The Aphex Twin's name. A flyer for 
a rave in Cornwall, tacked up in the house of some 
hippies my family were friends with. That moniker, 
a smiley acid face and no recollection what else but 
I bet that if I'd nabbed it some loon with an eBay 
account would have left me quids in by now. 
Probably be the best thing I ever took out of the 
friggin' county. For enthusiasts and/or composers 
of a very specific type of electronic music, this 
might be the most important album ever released. 
For anyone else, able to gain perspective by 
stepping back, it's got a valid claim to appear on 
most canonical lists - except this critical strain that's 
caused Selected Ambient Works' profile to mutate 
in the way it has goes pretty much directly against 
the spirit in which it was allegedly composed. 
If Richard D James is to be believed (not a 
universally subscribed-to notion), most of these 13 
tracks were made between the ages of 1 3 and 2 1 , 



What Aphex classifies as 'ambient' 
often carries a damaged crunch 



and - certainly the ones predating acid house and 
Detroit techno imports -with the bare minimum 
of outside musical influences. Without a permissive 
homelife, a family piano, access to computer 
equipment and a semi-decent education, this 
record wouldn't exist; or to put it another way, 
if you enjoy The Aphex Twin and ever pejoratively 
use 'middle class' in relation to music, you are a 
giant hypocrite. Hope that clears that up. 

So anyway, this is the remastered version of 
Selected Ambient Works which, given that a good 
proportion of these tracks were recorded straight 
onto cassette, might seem strange; it seems to 
be for the benefit of the download generation, 
as well as a springboard for relaunching R&S, the 
Belgian techno label which returns itself this year. 
Due, perhaps in equal part, to the comparative 
primitivism of Eighties drum machines and Aphex's 
reluctance to make nice for more than a few 
seconds at a time, what he classifies as 'ambient' 
often carries a damaged crunch that set(s) it apart 
greatly from the other prominent ambient of the 



early Nineties. Fax Records-style beatless mither 
and Megadog chillout is given the runaround time 
and again. 'Hedphleym', with its particular 
ambience, is probably the most unsettling cut here 
-clammy, Coil-edcrypto-industrialism- while 
either 'Pulsewidth' or 'Ptolemy' might lay claim to 
being one of the earliest trance tunes, with chubby 
acid beatwork and synth stabs that sound faux-naif 
now, but were probably genuinely euphoric when 
this was fresh fruit. The latter number additionally 
sounds like a tip of the hat to 808 State, which 
brings us to 'We Are The Music Makers', named 
after a Willy Wonka And The Chocolate Factory 
sample which Graham Massey and co also 
employed, and which sounds C90-fi however you 
chip away at it. Growing up in Cornwall in the 
Eighties was the foundation that turned Richard D 
James into an electronic superstar. Sadly, a similar 
environment failed to prevent me from being shit 
at everything. But I do still have a copy of Run 
DMC's Raising Hell on vinyl I borrowed from those 
hippies and forgotto give back. 



Moon Safari (Virgin) 

In 1 998, for the few minutes before it was 
everywhere, Air's Moon Safari really did feel 
like a space oddity, its retro-futurist sonics 
and naive, jazzy melodies too cold and 
strange to sit comfortably with Groove 
Armada or whatever, and yet too slick to 
appeal to those in search of properly tripped- 
out space music. Yet, somehow, it was huge, 
ubiquitous and critically rated. 

I'm trying to formulate why, but such is 
the vapourous, languid effect of Moon Safari 
that words slide between the fingers, leaving 
you in a state of mournful inertia that is, 
perhaps, the key to the album's success: 
in its evocation of things past and passing 



(half-heard film soundtracks; deconstructed 
cocktail jazz, heartbroken robots; falling 
stars; ghost synths) it might have made for 
perfect century 's-end sounds, to be played 
the morning after a particularly bouncy Daft 
Punk set. In fairness, though, PitchforkjusX 
heralded this re-release by saluting the 
album's status asTHE make-out music of the 
day, which is kind of gross when you do the 
maths (Pitchfork writer + making out) but 
less depressing than entropy, I guess. 

The reissue comes with remixes and 
rarities - the other artists' treatments don't 
add much, but the speedy, rockin' live version 
of 'Kelly Watch The Stars' is fun like Stereolab 
getting drunk. 
Frances Morgan 



At The Gates 



Slaughter The Soul (Earache) 

The two most influential metal albums 
of the Nineties were Korn's first album, 
and Slaughter The Soul.\Nh\\e nu-metal 
thankfully vanished a few years back, ATG's 
influence proved more resilient, birthed two 
genres in the shape of melodic death metal 
and every Ozzfest kid's favourite, metal-core. 
Slaughters no snivelling teenager, though: 
it's taught and efficient, seldom emo- 
indulgent. It's an addictive form of riffery, 
honed so well that you can see why ATG 
split on Slaughter's release. There was no 
bettering it.With extensive bonus tracks 
and a concert DVD. 
Patrick Moran 



Atlas Sound 



Let the Blind Lead Those Who Can See 
But Cannot Feel (Kranky) 

Subscribers to the Bradford James Cox 
school of audio, welcome to the secret 
playground across the lake. You've probably 
been near here before, via Cox's prolific 
online outpouring, spying on his wondrous 
imagination. Let the Blind... is the 
accomplishment threatened by the endless 
stream of doodles past.This is the silky lining 
to the Deerhunter coat, the sublime bubbling 
of one restless subconscious. It's epic on a 
miniscule scale, a tsunami in a soup bowl. 
With gripping understatement, his drifting 
will compel you wherever it turns. 
DrSwan 
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beyond the veil 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Illustration: Overture 
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Alireza Mashayekhi and Ata Ebtekar/Sote 

Persian Electronic Music Yesterday And Today 1966- 
2006 (Sub Rosa) 

In Neil Kulkarni's feature on Radio Golha, the 
website dedicated to preserving the broadcasts 
of Tehran's national music station from 1 956 to 
1 979 (Plan B #30), archivist Jane Lewisohn spoke 
of the flowering of interest in Persian traditional 
and classical music during this period, and its 
marginalisation and silencing after the 1 979 
revolution. Where experimental music- in 
particular, electronic music - placed itself during 
this era is not clear, but from the title of this two- 
CD set one can assume it was even more a minority 
concern than it was elsewhere: imagine a CD 
entitled German Electronic Music 1966-2006 that 
featured only Stockhausen and Carsten Nicolai. . 

A generation apart, composer Mashayekhi 
and sound artist Ebtekar, aka Sote (born in 1 972) 
share an interest in electronic music's capacity 
to reinterpret Iran's traditional music, using the 
placelessness of electronics to conversely suggest 
a sense of place. The reasons for doing so are quite 
different; the methodology (mainly, manipulation/ 
extension of existing instruments and modes) and 
the outcomes slightly less so - both have come 
to this point via training in Western classical 
composition or sonic arts, Mashayekhi studying 
in Vienna and Ebtekar in the US. 

Their use of Persian traditional or classical 
music, then, is highly thought out, perhaps in the 
way Steve Reich's Tehilim' uses Jewish devotional 
music or Victor Gama'sRephlex release Pangeia 
Instruments re-imagines the evolution of Angolan 
nomadic instruments for a technological age. 



Mashayekhi'sCD is the more immediately 
fascinating, not least because the sound of 
electronic music before the means of making it 
became so widely available is often so idiosyncratic, 
pragmatic and, well, strange, as tentative early 
computer composition 'Charhargah 1 , Op75' 
demonstrates. A key Sixties piece, 'Shur Op 1 5', 
in which violins are manipulated with delay and 
modulation, and 1 982's hypnotic 'Mithra', seem to 
realise his aim to take the listener to an imagined 
sonic space beyond Western or Eastern tradition 
informed with the echoes of not only contrasting 
continents but also ideas and philosophies. Both 

An imagined sonic 
space informed 
with the echoes of 
contrasting continents 
and philosophies 

are blissful, elastic compositions that are a 
disembodying pleasure to listen to. Others, like the 
percussion-processing 'Stratosphaere 1 , Op 46' are 
consistent with the academic sound of their time 
which sought to create juxtapositions instead of 
flow- and yet also, with their whines and squeals, 
reminiscent of the recent noise of John Weiss. The 
CD ends with a contemplative synth work which 
uses unfurling filters to mirror natural acoustic 
effects. Whether you hear this as illustrative of the 
composer's quest for a musical 'super-logic', or just 
as devotional synthesiser music of the purest kind, 
'Yaad, Op 66' is entrancing. 



Ata Ebtekar's sleevenotes describe a science 
fiction scenario of a group of Iranian master 
musicians taken hostage by aliens -tongue-in- 
cheek, perhaps, but it indicates a move away from 
the more high-minded philosophy of his forebear 
towards a popular culture-informed model that 
deals more in aesthetic fantasy than Mashayekhi's 
search for artistic truth via multiculturalism. 
Ebtekar's music does have an SF edge, an almost 
aggressive weaving of old and new sound that 
edges towards the harshness of Mego artists 
like Florian Hecker. Speed and distortion are used 
a lot, to what ends I'm not always sure: 'Synthetic 
Overture (Satan's Lullaby)' offers no musical 
explanation why an old song - presumably 
a cradle song - is given either its title or its doomy 
undertow. Other pieces offer new explorations 
of micotonality, modes and conventions like the 
'chahcheh' (a form of singing based on birdsong). 
I would like more of the creeping pitter-patter of 
the chahcheh track, and some of the more 
uncompromising noise-based pieces. But most of 
all, I'm left wanting to know what else was, is, and 
could be grouped underthe intriguing heading of 
'Persian Electronic Music'; where to go next. 

Because tradition isn't an unconscious vein 
running through modern electronic music such as 
this: it's chosen, filtered, for aesthetic and political/ 
philosophical reasons. The resultant combination 
of familiarity (hardware/software) and alienation 
(the Eastern modes and tunes) is a reminder of how 
much electronic music's ostensibly border-crossing 
qualities are in truth rooted in more place-bound 
musical forms - and that this is one place we could 
do well to explore much further. 



Peter Beijersbergen van 
Henegouwen 



Festival Dada Paris/Soiree du 
Coeur a Barbe (LTM) 

Containing music from two significant 
Dada events (from 1 920 and 1 923 
respectively), Festival Dada Paris/Soiree 
du Coeur a Barbe is a fine continuation of 



LTM's archaeological dig into early 
20th Century art. Dada was equal 
parts provocation, cheeky humour and 
serious inquisition - all three are in 
evidence on this disc, unassumingly 
emphasised by Beijersbergen van 
Henegouwen's exemplary modern 
performance. 



It's not all pleasurable stuff: Darius 
Milhaud's 'Caramel Mou' shimmy and 
Georges Auric's foxtrot 'Adieu, New York' 
are pretty underwhelming, as these things 
go. But the recordings of pieces by Stravinsky, 
Duchamp, Satie, and lesser-known Dada 
interventionists like ELT Mesens and 
Georges Ribemont-Dessaignes are 



more instructive, and the whole set 
is wrapped in that odd aura of early 
20th Century Modernist composition, 
where fusty academia is slowly stripped 
of its power through discord, disquiet 
and occasional bouts of inspired 
goon behaviour. 
Jon Dale 
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Sebadoh 

Bubble And Scrape (Domino) 

I first heard Sebadoh's Bubble And Scrape due to its 
inclusion in a Top 50 'most depressing albums' list (at 
number three - Big Star's Third took the top spot). The 
fourth album by this band -formed in 1987 by Lou Barlow 
and his punk 'zine writer friend Eric Gaffney- promised a real live broken 
heart on display, an invitation to witness the autopsy of a relationship, which 
greatly appealed to this wiry young wretch, misery loving company and all . 

Barlow's tracks on Bubble And Scrape are now legendary confessionals of 
love dissolving, composed in the hope that his on-off girlfriend at the time 
would return to him ("When you walkaway/Think of all the joy we shared" , 
wrapped within the sweetly chiming chords of 'Soul And Fire'. His bitter 
melodies are laced with white noise and a hardcore edge, giving them the 
compulsive rawness of chicken scratch diary entries. While Barlow's breaking 
up, Gaffney's breaking down. "Shot glass hits the wall, time of victory", 
delivered dejectedly at the end of 'Fantastic Disaster', one of six schizophrenic 
contributions that offer a cut 'n paste approach to composition, where the 
playful basement tape rock of Sun City Girls is attacked by Black Flag's mid- 
Eighties rage. They're still a remarkably fresh and exhilarating listen, and now 
strike me as the real heart and soul of the record. Gaffney quit soon after the 
album's release, leaving Barlow and third member/songwriter Jason 
Lowenstein to clean up the sound and sweeten the tunes, finding 
mainstream success in the process, but ultimately they lost more than they 
gained. This reissue contains demo versions and alt takes, nothing terribly 
essential but timed well to coincide with a Bubble And Scrape Don't Look 
Back performance and full reunion tour. 
George Taylor 



Gavin Bryars 



Hommages (LTM) 

The music on Hommagessaw Bryars taking 
the first, difficult steps away from his earlier 
style, and out of writer's block, working from 
others' material. Thus, 'My First Homage' 
slinks along like a more graceful, melancholy 
'In C, Bill Evans' precise phrasing and way 
with melody occasionally coming to the 
surface. Two percussion pieces, 'The English 
Mail-Coach' and 'The Vespertine Park' call 
to mind, respectively, a more playful Steve 
Reich, and piano tuners let loose on a 
gamelan orchestra - a latticework of 
continual bright percussion backlit by the 
sonorous textures of more long-decaying 
instruments. Two bonus tracks, recorded for 
Bryars' projected label, Mnemonic, but never 
released, pile on the fun: 'Out Of Zaleski's 
Gazebo' pits two pianos, playing contrasting 
styles, in a motorik face-off, passages from 
pianist-composer Percy Grainger's music 
surfacing occasionally like a grim joke in an 
otherwise overly sensible conversation; 
'Dance Dieppoise', a tribute to Oulipo 
progenitor Raymond Roussel, uses found 
material in much the same way he did - 
familiar old tunes, rendered unrecognisable, 
spinning out of the central piano pulse. 
Daniel Barrow 



Jackie DeShannon 



Her Own Kind Of LightThe Best Of. . . 
(EMI/Zonophone) 

It's always nice to put on Carole King's 
Tapestryto the uninitiated, if only to see if 
they ask the usual questions. "Oh, I didn't 
know she wrote this. . .or this. . . " Jackie 
DeShannon is another one of those great 
female songwriters whose songs have 
upstaged her name, and this compilation 
is her Tapestry, a bluffer's chronicle 
reclaiming a diverse bevy of hits in her own 
breathy soul-pop voice. 

Here's her original version of 'Bette Davis 
Eyes', a Seventies honky-tonk country 
outing, worlds away from the Kim Carnes 
Eighties hit. Here's 'Put A Little Love In Your 
Heart', her jaunty soul singalong which 
popped up in Bill Murray's Scrooged. Here's 
the breakneck 'Breakaway' from 1 963, 
charting withTracey Ullman decades later. 
Here's 'Come And Stay With Me', helping 
out Marianne Faithfull in '65. 

Best of all is 'When You Walk In 
The Room'. The Searchers' version may 
have been the biggest hit, but Ms 
DeShannon's original knocks it for six 
in the heart-stopping Spector-esque 
pop stakes. 
Dickon Edwards 



under my stylus: subt 

f <i* Genghis Tron 

' Board UpThe House (Relapse) 

J "Despite the strength of 

I derivative music in the 21 st 

century, it is also an era of 
■ new breeds in music maker, 

- : where the Hybrid is king, 
and music is somehow new again... and thank my lucky stars, there is 
GenghisTron. My new favourite band. I beg for their songs to not end, 
banging my head intently to the wonderfully heavy metal music, 
when all of the sudden the screaming and double kickdrum 
gorgeousness halts abruptly, and breaks perfectly into spacious 
progressive synth and precious over driven drum machine. For me it 
was love at first transition. Board Up The House is for gangsters, 
killers, and lovers of brave bountiful modern music..." 
(Adam 'Dose One' Drucker) 



Hanne Hukkelberg 



Little Things (Nettwerk) 

Hanne Hukkelberg uses so many instruments 
and sounds in this album from 2005, reaches 
out and pokes the sides of all sorts of genres: 
it's a bit loungey, country-ish, jazzy. Yet she 
somehow overwhelms all these whimsical 
melanges to create totally insular songs that 
are spun as stories about daydream-like 
activities. Idealised men, escapism via boats, 
intense moments of realisation -that kind of 
thing. It's all sung in a grating saccharine, 
punctuated one moment by field recordings 
('Cast Anchor') and melodramatic strings the 
next ('Balloon'). 

She's too gentle, and while that's not 
customarily a bad thing, here it's the faux- 
frailty that gets to me. So very controlled, the 
lightness is contrived to the point of banality, 
with words that induce shivers: "He was soft, 
now he's hard and seemingly strong ". 'Little 
Things' is a veritable mosaic, and while there 
are some fragments that glimmer nicely 
('Conversion') overall the mish-mash 
approach is jarring and dated, cutesy pie. 
Miranda lossifidis 



The Lemonheads 



It's A Shame About Ray (Atlantic) 

There were the crack-ups (many involving 
crack cocaine). There were the girls 
(principally the deflowering of a nation). 
With all these distractions, it's hard to 
imagine Evan Dando ever finding the time to 
write songs, but he did, and you know what 
-a lot of them were really good. 

It's A Shame About Ray mailed The 
Lemonheads' sweet-on-the-outside, sour- 
on-the-inside, guitar pop aesthetic: dopey 
tunes greatfor cruising and cruising tunes 
great for doping. The clipped, nervy strum, 
the fat-free drums, Hatfield's charming 
harmonies, the odd, wondrous phrase 
( "Butterscotch street lamps mark my 
path") -they' re all here. What the band's 
ramshackle delivery lack in warmth and 
dynamics, Dando's honey-spiced vocals 
more than compensate. 

In this reissue, the 1 992 set gets a fresh 
remastering job and expands with a disc of 
home demos, plus 'Two Weeks In Australia', 
a garrulous road doc interspersed with 
several Karaoke-quality videos (the title track 
features Johnny Depp looking forlornly out 
his bedroom window). What the Oz footage 
tells us is just because you put a camera on 
someone incredibly good-looking doesn't 
mean they'll act cool all the time.They might 
even act like a staunch raving doofus. 
Shane Moritz 



Dazzle Ships (Virgin) 

Dazzle 5/?/ps was about as stunning a suicide 
note as it was possible to write during the 
Eighties. The Liverpudlian synth unit had 
always worn their love for Kraftwerk on their 
sleeves, hence their second album being 
called Organisation but their obsession with 
pushing electronica forward had always 
been tempered by a more typically Scouse 
ear for melody, culminating in the masterful, 
commercially conquering Architecture and 
Morality. J\\\s album, the group's finest 
moment, was a self-sabotaging moment of 
idiot savant brilliance mixed with a genuine 
long-sightedness. A collage of blue-eyed 
soul, Cold War hysteria, the dislocating effect 
of modern technology and warm, analogue 
synth-pop, it's genuinely hard, as you listen 



to 'Genetic Engineering' or 'Telegraph', to 
work out why it was so critically mauled at 
the time. Call it the benefit of hindsight: we, 
after all, can hear the future echo of Boards 
Of Canada and Chris Clark, and know this 
was a band that invented the future. 
John Doran 



Spectrum 



Milesago (Aztec) 

I'm nuts for Seventies prog. Down with the 
gnarly musicianship and serpentine solos, 
but mostly I find it freaking hilarious: the 
work of comedic geniuses who happen to 
rock like gods. Yet with Oz's Spectrum it's no 
laughing matter. Perhaps it's the Levon 
Helm-weariness of Mike Rudd's vocals. Helm 
may have been wet-your-pants-funny, but 
that was never his point, plus he didn't play 
prog. Mike, on the other hand, plays prog 
so he has no excuse. While his bandmates 
explore a vibe-laden blooze boogie steered 
by an obese bottom-end, Mike sings like an 
old geezer, toothlessly gumming a 
harmonica like it's a corn-cob pipe. You won't 
find any Neu-inflected space trance here, 
only an earthy Mike Rudd imploring you to 
'Do the Crab' (from the 1 0-minute 'Sideways 
Saga') with a humour that's hard to decode. 
Shane Moritz 



Moshi Moshi Singles: 2006-2008 
(Moshi Moshi) 

It's the sort of Singles Club you'd like to visit, 
with Matt And Kim scrawling no sweat party 
pieces and Dananananaykroyd all 
scribblesome and punk-shredding. Via an 
assembly of singles from the past two years, 
Moshi Moshi fete their taste-making roster, 
with more than a few minor indie 
breakthroughs and the heard-it-here-first 
debut Kate Nash track-she's killa-beat, 
edgy and almost electro, pre-mainstream 
gloss. But the dress code is primarily offbeat 
pop, which appears in various quirky guises: 
French and electro (Breakbot); Northern and 
folk-paired (Slow Club); leftfield and calypso 
coquettish (Lykke Li). Pacific's Stereolab- 
stealing synth bubbles are also rather lovely, 
though my preferred slice isThe Wave 
Pictures -like Jonathan Richman in their 
naivety. It would always be more fun to 
collect the seven-inch sleeves, but their 
contents is sure worth this shortcut. 
Hannah Gregory 



More Dirty Laundry: The Soul Of Black 
Country (Trikont) 

On the face of it, country and soul music are 
two genres apart; near defined by race and 
geography, especially in America. Country 
music, in particular, is often dismissed as 
a reactionary music; and yet, according to 
a 1993 radio survey, one-quarter of all Afro- 
Americans tune into country stations. This 
typically excellent Trikont compilation 
(subtitled The Soul Of Black Country) seeks 
to both question that assumption, and 
redress the balance. After all, haven't most 
black artists, queries renowned producer 
and latter-day performer Andre Williams, 
released country albums? Al Green, James 
Brown, Same Cooke, OV Wright. . . ? 
On More Dirty Laundry, a host of 
respected names (JoeTex, Solomn Burke, 
Bobby Womack, Margie Joseph, the peerless 
Arthur Alexander) croon and wail their way 
through recognisable standards ('Everyday 
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bless beats 

Words: Ringo P Stacey 

Illustration: Walker 

Various 

An England Story (Soul Jazz) 

They tried to tell me this ain't my story but they 
don't know shit. This is my story. It ain't the story 
on the record, I make no apologies for that, but 
they dance together and I can't write about the 
record, only the rhythm it kicks. 

See, this is your story. The story of when you 
heard the track 'England Story', YT's rundown of 
soundsystem cool on the Eighty Five rhythm. When 
you're in the middle of collapsing with mirth and 
sweat on the floor of the kitchen and some fucker 
jumps up and sucker punches you in the gut with 
two words at maximum velocity, "Listen whitey!" 
Yeah, they're talking to you: honky, cracker, 
paleface, white devil. 

This is their story, this is their digipakked dance 
party guide through 21 sides of culture. This is 
the story you need to learn -of them with melanin 
skin come to serve food, clean toilets and birth 
a cultural revolution. This is the story of how your 
ancestors fucked them over, how still some of 
your contemporaries try and pretend they ain't 
related, 'cept when it suits. Or rather, this is their 
twice abridged story cos the full thing would 
kill your hard drive, edited again from a 40 track 
blogariddims post by multi-racial Bristolian 
collective The Heatwave. 

It's the long sweaty days of celebration for 
people with weekends: sweet soul complaints, 



the chorus through Tenor Fly's 'Bump & Grind' 
from '94 sounding innocent as a choirboy denying 
original sin, "There ain't no-oh-oh-thing wrong" 
as the Fly proceeds to play deep and eager rude 
boy talk with your expectations. "I see nothing 
wrong with a little bump and grind", he purrs and 
you know he won't get complaints. In love things 
aren't often wrong. 

Then Riko transforming the glacial jolts of 
Wiley's 2003 landmark 'Ice Rink', outroverting 
the beat skillfully with his kiln-hot tones, straight 
stream shit making all the more sense for its 
unthunk flow through a bunch of random 

They tried to tell me 
this ain't my story but 
they don't know shit 

enthusiastic poses. Don't believe him when he 
chats the gun talk, it's just to wind up your gran. 

Lines fade beyond sight and reappear through 
jungle, garage, grime and straight up roots. 
Broad patois fast chat, possessed double time 
party hype through the sprightly dub of Jah 
Screechy's 1 984 'Walk And Skank' to Skibadee's 
irresistible shoulda been 2006 national anthem 
'Tika Tock'. Ghetto economics from London 
Posse's 1 988 Tim Westwood produced smash 
'Money Mad' through Blak Twang's 1 998 
'Red Letters' where "bills are coming like 
a personal vendetta" 'to 2004 and Stush's 
considerably more assured 'Dollar Sign', 
equally cockney where the flow slows long 



enough to tell, wonderfully incomprehensible 
(to these ears). 

With no dull moments maybe it's churlish to 
moan over those fades, but it's foolish too to deny 
they're there. There's nothing from that greatest of 
paranoid mongrel bastard Englishers, Tricky. Roots 
Manuva and Ty are represented by the atypically 
bouncing afternoon spliff session remix of 'So 
You Want More' rather than any number of more 
representative reflective solo moments. Factor in 
others dropped from the shortlist - Massive Attack, 
Klashnekoff, Yungun, Smiley Culture, and you'd 
be generous or insane to call it comprehensive. 

But that's cool. For better and worse this is the 
Notting Hill guide to our maze of intersections, 
visible and not. Soft-hearted and carnival, a dream 
where Hugh Grant's forgiven for patronising with 
patois, where reggae gets joyful aggy with 
oppression, Muc-Offed grimey with the oiled 
drizzle of yer typical English summer or (less often) 
weedy with a philosophical council house fug. 
NowThat'sWhatlCall Bashy. Fun with a wicked 
tar-black sense of humour, a treatise to convince 
suburbia there's life beyond Lily Allen. 

Cos in a parallel universe where cool wasn't 
such an issue this could be her story, too. As you 
twig, aeons after the event, recovering on the sofa 
recalling a fact and, possibly, the point. It ain't 
whitey, it's YT, it's "Listen, YT!" This is his story, 
an East Anglian story. A man so pale he could've 
joined the Norwich chapter of the KKK. But he 
didn't. This is our story, this is my story cos I choose 
it to be so. And, like bump and grind, there ain't 
nothing wrong with that. 



I Have To Cry', 'King Of The Road', 'Tennessee 
Waltz'), bringing a taste of the inner city 
to the open plains, singing with more 
passion then their typically restrained white 
counterparts, mixing it up and scarring 
Country music with Blues and Gospel 
'impurities', and extending the range of 
a fine musical form. An education. 
Everett True 



Perfect Unpop: Hits & Long-Lost Lo-Fi 
Favourites Vol.1 1976-80 (Cherry Red) 

The hagiography of John Peel has long been 
hegemonic and this compilation of 'slightly 
broken pop songs' by 'indie also-rans' 
salutes him in a manner he'd appreciate - 
bringing together some of his less-famed 
'all-time favourites' from the tail-end of the 



Seventies. Some of these songs here meet 
the CD format for the first time, and so bands 
like Tours and The Disco Zombies line up 
alongside Kleenex and Swell Maps for 
perhaps the first time since way back then. 
The energy, the imperfections, the eccentric 
mixing - all bind together in to salute a time 
when the recording process aimed, first and 
foremost, on not crushing the spirit. Punk is 



what happened when pop music 
remembered it had once been youth culture 
- everything predicated on immediacy, 
intimacy and peer-to-peer interaction (home- 
taping didn't kill music). And in just the same 
way, Peel should be mourned (briefly) then 
learned from, long-term - copy him. Every 
blog, every podcast. It's still all here. 
kicking_k 
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stimulated combat 

Words: Miss AMP 



Miss AMP v Eugene S Robinson: FITE 





rjj 



I feel kind of bad about this but sometimes I utterly 
despise my male friends. Their nights are spent in 
orgies of simulated violence playing Halo 3 online 
overXbox Live, while their real life selves lie prone 
on beanbags. They masturbate to humilitainment 
porn, but would no more actually deface their real 
girlfriend's face than they'd take a slash on their 
Nintendo Wii. They're happy to check out the gore, 
death and scat pics on Gurochan for hours at a time, 
but if they ever had to go down on a chick on her 
period they'd probably die. They're nice and they're 
clever and thoughtful and that, but their minds are 
full of violence while their souls and bodies are 
made of milksop and chickenshite. It's not good. 
It's not right. And it's definitely, definitely not hot. 
Eugene S Robinson, singer of Oxbow and now 
author of FIGHT: Everything You Ever Wanted to 
Know About Ass-Kicking but Were Afraid You'd Get 
Your Ass Kicked for Asking, is the antithesis of boys 
like these. Eugene is good and right and definitely, 
definitely hot. This is because Eugene is fight-tastic, 
and I'm nottalking in a 'taking free kicks at a 
pensioner's head and filming it and putting it on 
YouTube' kind of way either. I'm talking Kenpo 
karate, Muay-ai boxing, Brazilian jujitsu and so on. 
I'm talking martial arts training, rear naked chokes, 
severed tendons, roundhouse kicks and bloody 
noses, and I'm talking REAL LIFE here, not Mortal 
Kombat Deadly Alliance or some shit. And oh, to 
keep it all from swerving into some kind of visceral 
sociopathic celebration of only our basest impulses, 
it's all wrapped up with some real code-of-honour 
thing, in that a lot of the beatings Eugene dispenses 
outside the ring are served with one aim in mind: 
to teach the beatee to BE NICE. 
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Anyway, if you boys want to know more about 
how not to be a milksop I recommend that you ditch 
the DS and take a six-month course in Brazilian 
jujitsu. You might also want to check out the book 
orthe audio CD of the book, in which Eugene 
discusses, in honey-drippin' badboy tones, topics 
such as 'Jailhouse Rock and Ass Banditry', 'Far East 
Fighting for Fun and Profit', The Anatomy of a 
Prison Fight' and 'Curbs, Car Doors and You'. 

[Reading from Fight]: "There's the spastic 
flurry of hands and the smell that always 
ends up smelling like chicken soup gone bad 
(fear). There's the mumble and the groan and 
eventually the slip into recognized roles (doer 
and done to). And finally, if everything works 
right, there's the reminder that we are far 
worse/better than the animals we own as 
pets and unsophisticated chattel." 

As I'm sure you're aware, this could equally 
be a description of the best kind of sex. Do you 
or your opponents ever get aroused during a 
fight - not in a gay way but more from the 
excitement and power and fury? 

"Hahaha....uh, no. I NEVER have. Even when 
fighting ortraining with women. Butthat'sjust me. 
I don't so much like to mix modalities this way. In 
fact, for many fighters it's more of a mind game 
than an explosion of violence and power and fury. 
To a certain extent that's why we become fighters. 
To control all of this shit that scares us. " 

Before you were a fighter you were into 
bodybuilding, and when you're onstage, you 
frequently strip down to your underpants. 
What role does vanity play in all this for you? 



Is fighting an extension of this display (as in, 
'here's the hardware, now let me give you 
a demonstration')? 

"I am more vain than a teenage girl. And the fact 
that I now don't look GOOD when stripping down 
to my underpants chafes even more. But I don't do it 
TO look good. Like the Fat Elvis I probably just do it 
because I don't know any better. But is fighting 
about displaying the body? No. Fighting is a 
philosophical endeavour to MAKE A POINT." 

Apparently the average 25-year-old woman 
has the same physical strength as the average 
65-year-old man. But that doesn't mean that 
every woman is weaker than every man. You 
advocate men not to fight women, but is there 
a future in pitting women and men of equal 
weights and strengths against each other? 

"We've traditionally made too much out of 
differences in physiques. My suggestion that men 
avoid fights with women was more to indicate that 
as a man you can't come out of it looking good, win 
or lose, and was meant to be droll. 

" But I have witnessed fights wherein supremely 
well-trained women, one that I am thinking of. . . 
in a Las Vegas bar she beat the crap out of three 
untrained, and very much larger men. I know many 
women - at least 1 - who can just KILL and I'd take 
them against men even 1 00 pounds heavier than 
they are. These women are all Brazilian jujitsu 
fighters, though. But is there a future in seeing this 
in a sporting venue? Yeah, it has a future." 

In another interview you said "I love the 
rear naked chokehold. Because then I can talk 
to you as you're blacking out." What kind of 
thing do you say? 




media 



on the edge 

Words: George Taylor 



Matmos' maverick electronics dissector Drew Daniel 
takes a scalpel toTG's precipitous 20 Jazz Funk Greats 



'If you haven't had sex 
with a fighter then 
you are missing out on 
one of the choking 
life's more sublime 
pleasures' 



"All manner of disgusting things. 'After you're 
out I'm going to put make up on you and fuck 
you. . .and then I'm going to fuck your mother.' 
Or, if the mood is conducive I'll say something like, 
'Go to sleep, go to sleep', like a Brahms lullaby. But 
most times I just laugh and laugh. Or chuckle rather. 
And that's the last thing they will have heard. 

My boyfriend always refuses to choke me 
till I pass out but I kind of secretly want to see 
what it would be like - 

"You've come to the right place. ' 

One time when we were fucking he was 
choking me and, I don't know what happened 
but there was suddenly this spangly sound in 
my head and everything went black and there 
were blue and purple sparkles before my eyes. 

"YES! Perfect description." 

He let go and I fell down onto the bed and 
then I was OK again. Was I passing out? 

"Oh yes you were.' 

Would you recommend choking as a sex 
practice? 

"Well, only for trained professionals, hahaha. 
But it's a hot fucking sex trick if you can pull it off. 
Lots of fighters I know have their chokes timed. 
They know whether it's oxygen or blood to the brain 
that's causing you to pass out and how long they've 
got before you do so. In fact, if you haven't had sex 
with a fighter then you are missing out on one of the 
choking life's more sublime pleasures. ' 

The audio CD of FIGHT: Everything You Ever Wanted 
to Know About Ass-Kicking but Were Afraid You'd 
Get Your Ass Kicked for Asking by Eugene S 
Robinson is out now on Hydra Head records. 
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Drew Daniel 

20 Jazz Funk Greats (33 1/3) (Continuum) 

A much-cherished (and increasingly rare) chance 
encounter in a record shop with Throbbing Gristle's 
Second Annual Reportl? offered a young Drew Daniel 
a gateway into a world of the esoteric and extreme. 

One half of Matmos, and one whole of Soft Pink 
Truth, Daniel is more than fully qualified to author this 
personal, historical and cultural deconstruction of TG's 
third album 20 Jazz Funk Greats, a grouping together 
of sonic oddballs shelled from a curate's egg, which was 
a sharp change in direction at the time for the so- 
called" wreckers of civilization " . 

Approaching the album like a detective at a crime 
scene, Daniel has conducted separate interviews with 
the four members (Chris Carter, Cosey Fanny Tutti, Peter 
Christopherson and Genesis P-Orridge) and combined 
their primary evidence with his own analytic footwork, 
piecing together an event that happened almost 30 
years ago. The author's love of investigative analogy 
(in the past he has spliced glitch electronica with real 
surgical cuts) and an at times relentless lust for analysis 
means that every track gets its own chapter, cementing 
the album's fragmented nature. It's to Daniel's credit that 
his powers as a writer and researcher - he is now a 
professor of English at Johns Hopkins University - give a 
track as unessential as 'Beachy Head' new resonance 
through quoting John Ashbery, theorising a Shangri-La 's 
comparison and providing geological background - 
signing off with his fortuitous discovery of a climbing 
account of the titular cliff by TG hero Aleister Crowley. 

The musician in Daniel secures a knowledgeable 
discussion of the songs' instrumental origins, steering 
clear of any dry patches due to the simple fact thatTG, 
as self-proclaimed non-musicians, are more comfortable 
recalling happy accidents (P-Orridge's bass sound on 'Six 
Six Sixties', achieving the "stuttering, descending" guitar 
of early Velvet Underground, was stumbled upon 
randomly one afternoon and recorded instantly) or, in 
the case of 'Walkabout', where Chris Carter's synth was 
so dense that in Cosey's words, " It left us no room to do 
anything", an act of abandonment. 

He really flexes his muscles, however, on a 
remarkable, 30-page workout on the song 'Persuasion'. 



P-Orridge's predatory lyrics and the ambiguous refusals 
of a taped female voice are the starting points for a mini- 
essay which focuses on Cosey's discomfort with the 
reminders of her porn actress past and her relationship 
with P-Orridge; Christopherson's lack of faith in the 
song's sophistication, and his obsession with the role 
of context in the reception of art; and P-Orridge's 
performance as both observer and protagonist.This 
chapter lucidly explores what it feels like to be in TG, 
and what it means to be a fan. It's Drew Daniel's artistic 
tribute to both the band, and his younger self. 

george taylor talks to drew daniel 
So,why'20JFG'? 

" It's an album that predicted the collapse of the 
album as such, so it makes sense to talk about it now 
that people are using p2p and filesharing to further 
decompose a dead format. Some albums that are 'better' 
musically are less fun to talk about, and write about." 

Is there anything in yr music-making that 
helped you in preparing and writing the book? 

" I think that the years of fucking around with 
electronics, improvising, and plugging everything into 
everything else helped a bit in terms of letting me explain 
to non-musical readers whatTG were doing technically, 
but perhaps my own shorthand baffles some people. 
I know what I mean when I say that sounds are " ridged" 
or " murky" but I don't know if it is clear to anyone else. 

" I knew I had to scare up a Roland Space Echo unit of 
my own since they all featured it so heavily in their figure 
chain. Making some shamelessly derivative TG wannabe 
music was helpful in terms of figuring out their sounds. 
But I wouldn't release that stuff, it's too shameful." 

Have you heard from any of TG about the 
book now that it's finished? 

"Gen told me that he got a lot of laughs out of the 
'Persuasion' chapter. Matmos will be playing some 
shows with Chris and Cosey and with Sleazy's new band 
SoiSong so I will have to buttonhole them and ask. I'm 
sure it won't be awkward at all, hehheh." 

If you got invited to do another 33 1/3 title, 
what wd you pick? 

"Maybe Robbie Basho's The Seal of the Blue Lotus, or 
Royal House's Can You Party?" 
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OK, so clearly you have memorised (at least) 
one piece of ridiculous hyperbole regarding 
yrself . Please quote your favourite here. 

" 'Sebadoh fail to excite' - a headline over a live 
photo of me, giving the audience the finger. 
Translated from Dutch. I know that's not hyberbole, 
but it's the only specific quote I can remember. " 

What is the biggest misconception about you? 

"Some people have the impression that I am a 
sarcastic asshole. It dogs me. " 

The most over-used adjective(s) about your 
sound? 

"Lo-fi..." 

What word never gets used that should? 

"Gumption." 

What was the most heinous lie you ever told in 
an interview? 

"I don't know, could be blocking it out..." 

Were you caught? 

"Probably." 

Were there any repercussions? 

"Life is a series of repercussions, right?" 

What was your worst interview and/or 
photoshoot experience? 

" I went on a press tour to do interviews in Europe, 
for my new Folk Implosion album. The record had 
clearly flopped and was getting tepid reviews. One 
interviewer greeted me with 'I don't like your new 
album'. I tried to convince him otherwise, on tape, 
and felt pathetic afterwards." 

What was the weirdest? 

"A guy in Vancouver, Nardwuar, interviewed 
the Folk Implosion for his TV show while eating 
a speciality sandwich that had three pounds of meat 
on it-sausage, hamburger, ham and cheese. He 
was sweating and visibly uncomfortable doing so." 



Correct your worst misquote. 

"Don't remember quotes, but once a guy thought 
I drew a penis and testicles on a CD I signed for him. 
He was angry about it, too. At that time, I had 
a loopy, John Lennon wannabe trademark that 
I signed everything with. It did look like a cock 
and balls. I haven't used it since." 

Has music criticism ever actually helped 
improve yr work, even only in spotting a 
mistake or providing a second opinion? 

"Criticism is good. It hurts. I avoid reviews now, 
but I used to seek them out. " 

If you were a music magazine editor, who 
would you feature and why? 

"Forgotten bands. Hardcore bands, proto-indie 



'Life is a series of 
repercussions, right?' 



bands, Sixties garage bands. " 

Who would you put on the cover? 

"The Neats, from early Eighties Boston." 

What do you do when a band you don't like 
cite you as an influence? 

"Keep still. Say nothing." 

Do you ever google yourself? 

"Sure, especially when I first got a computer and 
was drinking heavily." 

What's the best/worst/weirdest experience 
resulting from this? 

"I was happy my website popped up on the 
first page." 



What's the favourite of your record covers 
and why? 

"Bakesale by Sebadoh: me reaching into a toilet 
as a toddler. I like ugly covers in general but that one 
is alright. It has the date on it too, which is nice. " 

What does it, y'know, say about you? 

" Eternally reaching into the toilet I s'pose. . .the truth 
is in whatyou leave behind?" 

What brilliant (at the time) ideas regarding 
'direction' or presentation or whatever are you 
now glad you never followed? 

"I followed every idea it seems. I only wish 
sometimes that I was more single-minded." 

Have you ever made a music video that 
actually expressed something about the band, 
or has it all been empty multi-media gimmickry 
and super-superficial posturing? 

" Every video I've done, apart from a high budget 
affair- 'Willing To Wait' by Sebadoh. And a Folk 
Implosion video that a contest-winning fan did. 
All others were directed or co-directed by myself 
and my partners. In the Sebadoh 'Skull' vid I carry 
an amp through a river -that expressed a whole lot 
about the band..." 

Are there any territories where you've never 
had any success? 

"Africa, Asia." 

Why d'you think this is the case? 

"The music I've made, being lyrically centered and 
undanceable, doesn't leap the language barriers." 

Where are you biggest, geographically? 

"I think we are are, in a way, equally semi-popular in 
most of the English-speaking world." 

What product/service/organisation would you 
allow your music to advertise and why? 

"I take all advertising money. I consider it 
reparations for the damage TV and media has 
inflicted on me. I'm trying to raise a family, I don't 
give a fuck who wants to use my music. Being pious 
works for other people - it's sexy and admirable. 
Not for me. It's anarchy out there. " 

Have you ever covered a song 'cause you think 
you can do it better than the original? 

"No. I covered a Ratt song that should, theoretically, 
be better than the original - but it's not. I cover 
songs to warm up my voice. Never to outdo. " 

Have you ever covered a song by a band you 
didn't like? 

"Yeah, but for weddings..." 

Who's the worst (or weirdest) band you ever 
supported? 

"Gun Club weren't so good when Dinosaur Jr 
supported them back in the mid Eighties." 

Who was the worst (or weirdest) that ever 
supported you? 

"Harry Pussy open for us back in the mid-Nineties. 
They were weird and awful. We loved them, but 
they put the audience in a terrible mood." 

What's the most actually fairly insane thing a 
fan has done to impress you? 

"Tattoos. Anything other than family names, 
military affiliations or prison-related events seem 
insane to me." 

What's the worst question you've ever been 
asked? What was your answer? 

"'Where are you biggest, geographically?' You got 
my answer..." 
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As 2008 sees Planet |j mark its 1 0th year with a string of 
new releases, Plan B's May covermount CD presents 1 3 
fresh inventions from Mike Paradinas' laboratory and 
toasts a decade dilating brains and tearing up rulebooks 



Sunken Foal 

Dutch Elm 

'Dutch Elm' is the carriage of the tree in life. 
The wind sighs, leaves quiver, something 
scratches near the roots. As today, so 
tomorrow, and for a hundred more springs. 

Venetian Snares 

Miss Balaton 

Strapped into your Manned Manoeuvring 
Unit, you are adrift in the cosmic vacuum. 
The bow of a violin slices a hole in the 
interstellar fabric, and you gasp as whole 
galaxies are eaten up before you. This is the 
sound of the universe galloping back to void. 

Ceephax 

Trabzonspor 

Ceephax's Andy Jenkinson is best known for 
the twitching emissions of his infamous Acid 
Crew. This is different; a lullaby plays in the 
room next door as you sit in a wood-panelled 
library with maps spread out on the table. 
Stick a pin in the place marked 'Trabzonspor'. 

Milanese 

Caramel Cognac 

Poseidon stabs his trident into the ocean 
floor and waves as tall as mountains rise up 
and smother us. We dry out, but must learn 
to get along with the creatures left behind. 
This hunk of dystopian r'n'b, with its mutant 
fishtail thud, is the party in full swing. 

Last Step 

Seafoam Green 

Last Step is in that post-Aphex tradition 
of producers who reject the notion of early 
dance music as a quaint museum piece. 
Atangle of disembodied electro thumps, and 
winding acid Phuturism, this is a twisted love 
letter to the pioneers who started it all. 

iTALtEK 

Cyclical 

Brighton newcomer iTAL tEK offers sweet 
relentfrom his normally menacing output, 
issuing a spacious bass meditation to soothe 
city-weary souls. If dubstep is born out of 
Britain's decaying urban architecture, then 
this is the slick of a park railing at dawn. 

Vex'd feat Warrior Queen 

Take Time Out 

Deep in the Urals, a thousand factories spew 
black mess into the sky. On a platform above 



the chain gangs, a high priestess of industry 
drives the pace with incantations as 
elemental as the ore her charges mine. 
The cities of steel, she adjures, mustbe built. 

Meat Beat Manifesto 

Lonely Soldier 

Twenty years since their first electronic 
forays, MBM's new direction is distinctly 
bass-weighted. This is a movement in two 
parts; a jazzy, half-step roller mutating into 
chip-tuned skank. Expert artist renewal. 

Boxcutter 

Mya Rave 

Irish dubstep-not-dubstep champ Boxcutter 
teases and teases with a build of restive 
Detroit synths, tumbling drums and mournful 
vocals that never leaves the mid-range. 

Parson 

Texas Crawl 

If ragga badmen like Ninjaman and Cutty 
Ranks are British dubstep's go-to sample 
sources, it seems natural that Texan producer 
Chris Parson finds his inspiration in the 
claustrophobic ooze of Houston screw music. 
A nightmare of medicated disconnection. 

Eero Johannes 

Lipton Service Boy 

Clearly as indebted to Eighties Italo and 
electric boogie pioneers Kano and Newcleus 
as it is to more recent torch-carriers like The 
Knife, playful Finnish electro-pop eminence 
Eero Johannes' 'Lipton Service Boy' is pop 
futurism at its loose-limbed best. 

The Gasman 

Sync 

Whether unleashing Rephlexive rave jabber 
or sinister cradle-rockers like this, The 
Gasman knows how to unsettle. 'Sync' is 
a delicate waltz played by broken toys, music 
boxes and seaside organs. But is that the 
sound of children playing. . . or screaming? 

Few Nolder feat Rut 

ElSnig 

A strange tongue, sliced and layered, woozy 
keys, an insectoid choir of clicks and whirrs; 
'El Snig' is deep, dub-inflected microhouse 
that, before you realise it, has rolled you up in 
its narcotic rug and thrown you into the river. 
So lovely that sinking begins to seem your 
only option. 



green man presents: you heard it here first 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Super Furry Animals photography: Cat Stevens 

Plan B heads up country to visit The Green Man 

festival, where we find gently wyrd folk erecting 
psychedelic marquees amid the Brecon peaks. This 
exclusivel 1 -track Green Man sampler CD is free to al 
subscribers and anyone who signs up in May 




Loosely, what's the ethos behind Green Man: is it a folk festival, or do 
you see it as something bigger or broader than such pigeonholing 
would imply? 

"The ethos has always remained the same - to work with the most 
interesting artists. I think anyone who witnessed Battles in the Folkey Dokey tent 
in 2007 would struggle to apply the word 'folk'! Similarly this year you can wind 
down with Cath and Phil Tyler, lose yourself in a psychedelic maelstrom with 
Black Mountain or take a walk on the wild side with Fuck Buttons. I think the link 
between the artists is that primarily they do it for the love of music. " 

This year is due to culminate with a set from the reformed Pentangle. 
Given past Green Mans have featured sets from Jansch and Renbourn, 
did Green Man play any role in 'oiling the wheels' for their reformation? 

"From the start, we were aware of just how much great music was living 
outside the mainstream, and Green Man felt like a chance to bring all that 
together. Having the chance to see John Renbourn and Bert Jansch thrill young 
audiences with their individual performances, it did cross our minds just a wee 
bithowamazing it would be if they could be on the same stage once again..." 

Any other coups or sets you're particularly looking forward to? 

"We've been after Iron And Wine pretty much from the start. I'm also hoping 
for a Woodstock moment when Howlin' Rain take to the main stage just as the 
sun sets over the Sugar Loaf Mountain." 

And how did you go about picking what's on the CD? 

"The hardest part was not putting over 90 tracks on the CD ! In the end we 
tried to present a cross-section of all the things you might see. It's also a great 
chance for us to work with labels like Secretly Canadian, FatCat and ATP. " 
(Jo Bartlett) 

To qualify for this offer please mention PB33 on the back of your cheque 
or in the Paypal comments box. Full tracklisting on www.planbmag.com 



Subscriptions 

UK - 1 2 issues for £35 (save £7 on the cover price) 

EU airmail - 1 2 issues for £55 

Rest of the World airmail - 1 2 issues for £75 

Back Issues 

UK-£4.00, EUairmail-£5.50 

Rest of the world airmail - £7.50 

All issues are still available, apart from Issue 0. For 

enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com 



Send cheques to: 
Plan B Publishing, 
156-158 Gray's Inn Rd f 
London, 
WC1X8ED f UK 
Or visit 

planbmag.com/order 
and pay by credit 
card, debit card 
or Paypal 
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PETER MOREN The Last Tycoon 
CD / Digital 



LOS CAMPESINOS! Hold On Now, Youngster.. 
CD / DLP / Digital 
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THE DODOS 

Visiter 

CD / DLP / Digital 

See The Dodos on their first ever UK tour: 



29th May 
30th May 
1st June 
2nd June 
3rd June 
11th June 
12th June 
13 th June 



BRISTOL, LOUISIANA 
NOTTINGHAM, RED ROOM 
BIRMINGHAM, BAR ACADEMY 
LONDON, HOXTON BAR & KITCHEN 
LONDON, AMERSHAM ARMS 
MANCHESTER, NIGHT & DAY 
GLASGOW, BEAT CLUB 
DUBLIN, CRAWDADDY 




THOSE DANCING DAYS 

Run Run b/w Home Sweet Home 
7" / CD / Digital 

Those Dancing Days return to the UK: 



2nd June 
3rd June 
4th June 
5 th June 
6th June 



BRIGHTON, AUDIO 
LEEDS, BRUDENELL SOCIAL CLUB 
LONDON, THE 100 CLUB 
MANCHESTER, NIGHT AND DAY 
DUBLIN, FUTURE DAYS EVENT 





Wichita 



www . wichita-r ecor dings . com 



